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FAVoxmAsiuT blew :tibev6fiial breezes, as 
a weitthet^beateti ivcsgel. steered' i6nr the 
p^rt pf Genoa, late one ev^ting^ iir 
the yeaaf 1563. Her crewwei^e all oo 
ihe deck, welcoming, after all ai»ence 
of fimr years among distacit seas, ther 
ii^t oi their blue gulf, aqd tl^ic ha-» 
tive city. • ".•."!'': 

Tliat majestic ciiy was i»ywonfy dimly 
seen, rejected from tbe^ crystal rmtm \ 
below; for the smi bad been loimg mtit^ 
and but the faintest purple rsemainpd id 
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2 TH£ KNIGHT OF ST. JOHK* 

the western dcy. Yet that r^ected db- 
jeaty undulating with the .waves, still 
possessed charms for those in 'whose me* 
mories it was associated with ideais of 
home and domestic joy. Now broken, 
by ft crossing sail or a dashing oar j nbw 
uniting and forming again into the samiS 
shapes of shadowy beauty j now gra- 
dually assuming darker and less distinct 
outlines, the visionary picture at last 
melted into one' with the: gray and uni-r 
forni water. 

But the moon rises ; and as^ the shout* 
ing mariners approach the pharos,: the 
pxoud city is again seen in all her glory,- 
encircling the bay as with a diadem; :. 

There stretches her rnagnificen^t^riBphi- 
theatre erf towers, and spires, and domes > 
of churches, and convents, an'd palaces \ 
There rise her lofty cypress /groves l 
There hang Jier aerial garden&l Th^re 
q>read her gilded. trellises blushing ,witli 
floweys and fruits ; her spariding foun, 
taips, her marUte terraces descfendirtg to 



tkeii^a, hen haxbimfs. crowded wit& ^nl- 
hcBty&Msky aad her proi;e(^ng:bints ^alb^ 
tenng viith villas and with, vineyardsl . 
• The broad moonUght now covers sea 
and ahore-with a flood oif molten s^yer; 
the wfait^-winged vessd gleams. lite : a 
meteor - as^ she g^des swiftly oii^jards,; 
sh^ ii^roaches the n^oles and the . cita- 
delr-*ishe passes them : liow they recede 
from her forward courae, -^^ she » reaches 
the porty~«she casts, anchor^ .and the 
next moment all her crew are on land* . . 
'One youhg man, exchanging h^sty 
adieus ^witfa his companions, hrcke from 
tfie party, apd . hastened ^ forwards . with 
the eager step of joy. His progsjess was 
stopped^ in the Strada Balbi, by a crowd. 
ast0iut^d^ before the gates of the: seag^ 
aiory/ Having- in vain urged his way 
by yeheiiQtent actions and exclamations^ 
be- found the throng too solid to pen6» 
trate-} and, forced to^submit, turn^4a«- 
Ward& a person next him, engiiiring, in 
Ao patient to^e» w]ki4 all this meant.; 
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ahd CSg^la trial/^. rephid ihe^pmtkmmk 
he i^iie^Med.. . . ■ , 

r «< The A^^aii ^d Ci^e^ tt&l P^ : re- 
peat^ 'hii^ qpiaitidiicif viCh ac kK&' ci 

signor, to tdlrBie tb^, j^frtJcUan P'^f : 
Wilhbul loeofU^kiDg 'the if«y rcswarK^ 
ablE expressioit which Stidd^y -qlmxigc^ 
fchd ammatedcountenanfee of the ^tri^iig^ri 
tbe Genp^ae jfiroceeded to satisfy hts cu^ 
tiosity/ - . . 

«' The preetent #|mte is dho^ an 
estate: aiA Kervi» wMeh was m\^ l sotn^ 
tmsf hrtttdred yfears ag<>, . by one of the 
Oigati to one of the Adimaii.. - It f e-* 
ifiamed in the hands of the Adimaii 
from &at day till about two years af% 
when SSgnpr Cigala hid claim to it lU 
l^j^t of descent frcMa the original pos* 
sesfiorsc (^Ebing to sho* piJpof, tb^t i^ 
wasfso aeduried to the fte^^t ^f ki^ at the 
time in which his aaceator sdd it, as to 
be incapable of alienation while any^ 



the direct line rems&n^df Adim&ri sup^ 
ported JbtB righl; fo n prqierty. vhick bw 
family had faiily bought, aod kept ^puiet 
possesaicn of for tWQ ceaturiea. 7!he duit 
was -drawn but to greiit length, from the 
ao^eUy. of tire oase^^the daqday. of prai^ 
^md papera, the vadcnia alteriiittimiir of 
the kwvyers, &c. ; -~ but tli^dajr 9lak jftOr 
^amhtiA fdr the tordinivticm^: a&dL tl^oo^ 
die^ssftnig ia {^otcaGked to a moat .una^ 
scffiable hour, we are all stift w»£kiiig, m^ 
paiteioft to ikQbw liie ddosion of the 

f'/ Theyr caiuiQt' ^i^ if in Cjjsala!a fa^ 
^Mv±V* ^exclmntad iSbe yciutg nwi» with 
aome:d^reef of ipdignaM waraith. 
- . ^: ]\(ery few widi they .shouldtf ^ xgoinad 
his companion.; ^ for it is shrexdty m^ 
^ttedi liiat.fthete yieac«|ipiia:famiiy^re^ 
fpat^rsJbaveibe^ridaagipedfc^ hyi^l^gdfft 
teisatiafy an old grudge he .hbtai tpJjAaB* 
^Bi^ :when a .youth, fib ii%ht 'hinre 
bfiiBi ^optdnted; ikiA tibe iriwoph Jie 
fained ever him^ ttme IIAma .)Eeai^ ago, 
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6 THE KNIOHT OF Sf ; 30im. 

-wfierihe got the Podestar of Corsk^a 
fVom Him by cabal dnd iiiflu^hcci. That 
injury galled poor Adimari sorely j but 
he^was a mild man, who never showed 
Te'i^entnient, though he felt injury. — if 
tthis suit end as I hope it may, it will l>e 
a pity that the worthy sigoor has 'not 
lived'to see it.** ... 

/' ^^^What* said' you? -^ not iivedf ex- 

^ -claimed the you^ strariger in Na piercing 

' cry of demaiid. 

' : !^* He died three moriths ago, broken 
by care and grief.** — The lai^t wonifs 
•^re iH^fieard % liiin to whom they were 
Qiddrets»ed i bis head had sunk back on 
. the shoulder of a by-stander ; and he 

' iffittk >ave fiai&m to the ground, but * 1m 

' -#KB€ll>9Mess of the press. * 

-""iWiam tbe gliastly &&tiure' v£ his ' i^ 
«i76i^ the ^eoj^^.^^ 
^^^Mdv; and h^maidlj^'Soou^fifectedt^^ 
matkhi^eim iCGuli^ h ttie^iytai- 

f>adrifitt^ larMinft brolbd iabttiidttr, p^^ 
^ eachl^thi^r, ^€f«lltod ^rrj^^m^ 4br th$ 
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"p&smn wIk) ; were: c^di^a^ouiing to Jbe^ 
him ' forwcrfij to . the ' porticd of » the ; Pa^ 
la^zo i i and some one" j^ecogoising. his 
Ui>^fDients» or fancying a resemWance> 

• as he was bojrne by^ ' whispered hi$ nam^. 
I *f It is Adimari*s son !? repeated one 

' to another; and.as they followed Jiiro 
\i?ith their' eyes j low murmurs of pity 

V aiic^^ieedi^d. 4o the clamoiir -of curiosity 
and. impatience. 
? The dooiis, that had so long been 

^ watched, now fl«w open, . rand a mixed 
»aultifc«d^ pgrtiredi forth ; all .wearing the* 

theii* caps. ' 

. 3f he st^atg of ^ the t otie ; partyv . i^d tiie 
i^^eprations of the <^b^, w^e.un&otyedr 
and scarcely heard by^ihie cduteriGiow^: 
thfir dttentioQ had fasl^ened upoii ano^r 
object ;^ and tl^y : now tripled} 4mm 
(Bi^ v^tiier; . ansiods- ta^ieatek ;a gliifiae; 
of iiie su%rfii^ and t^iaacMtaip'jiiii^^ 
ii»;iM9-e;ifij^d;th^ feikxwMatmsii* > ^ 
. WhfH: j|hi)sr:Jumfiff:t«inite i mn : (fca?^ it m^ 

B 4 



ST THE KKMHT OF SX, JOHH. 

Cemio Adiinni) opened his eyes, he 
ibmid hiaiKlf {ismcipaliy supported by a 
jhiasg man, whose prepossessing x^uti- 
tenffnce was expressive of deep interest. 
He ftlt this person's hand triable ia 
assisting b^ to rise $ aind he observed 
&at hit garments were ^prmkled with' 
l^ocdr Ubis person tl^en had held him^ 
^}^ the vein had been opened* v^eh 
Cesario now felt stiffening in his ^rni. 

<i I ti^ank V yob, mghor !'\ he said in an 
fl^tattd^vbfce. <^ I thWnk ybu.aBy my 
(Soiintrymeii'! •^ I wi& g& honfie no^'^-^ 

Uoi^l^^eti bn^ ii^esr Is iiOtl^O 
God!" 

' Gudbing iDlp tears as he'spdce, and 
ynable to resist tlielr salutary violeneer* 
be leaned h]6 fdee against one ^ ike^ 
gateisp^ ugaip be. Mt the* cold s^kated' 
tOBcb df ^ hstnd which had m re<SMtly» 
inrerseft his : it was colder and nk>re tre-> 
muldusth^n at first ^ 

Roused' by such extraordinary sym^ 
pathy $t once into shame at thus pub- 
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iicly displaying His feelingji^ imd iiit^ 
livelier gratitude for the compassioii bok 
^towed\osi hiflSi, CcStaiio !9f ^ pjillmg his 
doke round hm to depart^ when, itk c& 
recting his c^e^tcnrards the benevi^bat 
stiittBgir, vith a look tbat stiO ailed liiis 
sjmpnthy^ he saw in his ci^^ the haMl 
mj^artle-braiich of the CigaU* / . ' 
: His eye dianged^ ** You Me a €%al4 
iheni'V 

S(»ne of the crowd mimQEmted) iii un^ 
dcr voices^ « Giovanni Cigallu** 
1 \Ce«ario started iit the sbund^i* the 
scathing of a glance keener than anycuru 
ever uttered by hatred^ wUs all the iin- 
«w» he vouchsafed to the son of the mao 
irho had stxip|>ed his father of eompe> 
tence and life. He shook off the grasp 
that would have detained him; and# 
tqporinging down ihe steps of the portico 
with sudden strength, -was out of sighl^ 
and beneath friendly shelter, ere nature 
jsigamgave way under the shock pf&Uer 
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10 THi KiWGftT 0r^OT«4rdii£r: 
iitSormdionf wad ^ the cettMtnbf of tltt^ 

•rum; ' • .- •/ -•.•;; r: .--.^ -i 

Many days da^^d,«^dayg of alienate 
griefs and mdignation: for Cegttaio 
inoumted the loss of a parent dearer 
than his life's blood ; and isaw himself 
i^Mlsieed to beggaiy and dependence. 

The bulk of 'Ins expected inheritance 
hiUi c^emmted of the .estate JHSt crested 
fk>m him. His fa^lier was a man of 
nobler pursuits than fortune : 4n his eiorly 
•youth he had served in the fleet of the 
](^ubUc> but with more homnir than 
foroflt i and in later life be enten^ into 
commeTcial specutetioj^ts. 
- In Genoa^ the gentry^ and secc^d class 
bf nobility, are permitted to unite mer- 
cantile concerns with their boast bf pa- 
trician quality } and Adimari, having em^* 
barked in them, had ventured rather too 
far in the hope of increasing the forteme 

of this dafling son* 

■ In consequence of the unjust detention 
of xmeat his richest veisdby m a Btrf^u- 
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^Mte Imtiaii «ettlemeiiit} ^ A^&Bom.)mi 

been dnduced ito ftend. Ms s(« l^i^lMN^* 

^eluttg^ vm^ dacwmettia ae<:;^fl8{uys lor 

-d»^ release of tbe ^^p. A vo)rage ito ^ 

^Uststwas,' in those ;d»)% long «im| ,4!pn 

gefem : : Cesario encountered the j^iu^ft^ 

aiid^ain& of its difficult navig^ipo^ ;; $u)^ 

^endured» afterwards^ tbis .lipex8rti<V ^ 

cmnbating for his rights '^with aa.r9r^-r 

trary govemdr, dcJtenaia^d rto. kjftep Ae 

priise he. detainedunder; imaginary ^fse^i 

'tences. ^ •" ' i^:--'^'-^-:'; :•••.•'/.'•'. >---^ 

An act of sel£defen^^Tmad^.by.s<mir' 
of the crew during a visit m -shpr^imM: 
eonstrued into a piratical: attack : aiid^ 
the ship and twgo : beiAg. formally coxi- 
denfmed as forfeited to the:^ir^niinent 
of.Goa, Cesario .retivmed: to Eui^c^t: 
cmnforting himself under this disappoint* 
tiieot by the cectsnnfy of finding »%M?ffiFf^ 
and p^nce at home. 

Bat during four yeaiss^* hiflirfat^j: k&i: 
suftered many oth^ losses^; andt- the 
Nervi estate gon^ HQj^biiig reiivtMQed to 
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liilf f ^h]lftlid^ Ai ScdohiYidriit ; >tiiB ftnmial 
f^dhlOW «f whi^h^mmid fall fwr ft^rt of 
tt^ fidliiiii 46ttiaVid9d^ io odefmyr l&e debts 
eiliifraMMloduritg ki$ lAlsieDce in this 
l^iiWt*tfUHi l^^te^Bilit, He wa&^reaolyed^ 

iMtd^ bftHMdf AnliwahBdlAe to all tlie'^re^ 

' ^ Wiiat knadWefld !'* said one of kis 
kllfpi^ tg hitn A << you are deatk^o^eihg 
yourself, — that wretched remntot of 
fgt^r^9 vcom^a "^tD yoii in ri^t of your 
sfo^bar^s setclein»ft$ :lt cannot b^ toucb« 
^ by' y<mr &ther'<3 ciedxtors i irhy eon^ 
it4S!it this mindless ehgtig^emebti^' 

:«v Needless, do you call it?*! inter.) 
ra^edXesairio ; *^ needless ! to preserve 
my *^4her^s name without re^Doroach 1 no ! 
that unspotted nam^ is all he had Id);^ 
to bequeath me j and I will preserve the; 
}Nreci0iiB legacy with my life," . 

c <*. Bit how are you to discharge the 
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XHB KKIGHT OF dT. JOHK; 13 

daimaiirbicji ate Ktill a^ldnst hiih*; a: Aou^ 
flfrad ihicfbts at feast --i--^*' 

<< Are mudh fat a man who has not 
qiitte the sixth part of that sum tp live 
on f however, with Heaven's assistance« 
{ .will do* it, ot perish in priaion ; m^ m 
add Miothet damnii^ sin to. the:€wttof 
logvu^ of the Cigali: I shall j^ledge ^f 
estate to the Jews;, they will give te4 
&e money, peihaps, for ten ,o^ tiwnt)^ 
jnears possessions^ meanwhile I must; find 
bteadwitkimy sword.? . . ' : : ^ 

His kinsman shock his head,, and with% 
drew* Cesario threw himaelf on laraea^ 
lind sank into deep tiionght ; ftirttrwhile 
his reflections were, full of anxiety, and 
Bie dismal fvAvaFW ; biit they soon change 
^^ leading hita htcli to. the days of lua 
elfil^iood; and itk 3^outfa, to r the ; .che# 
lifi^led images of hiis father and hift heme; 
that home which was now the prop^:^ 
of anolhel:! ' 

^ nattering' fancy gently deh^ed him 
with a .aiicceteion of beloved r^dl^^ 



14 VHE^KKIGHT 0F StiiOmK 

UoWi y whidii2s ttey eontinuedtoaiise) 

arose in forms of starf^g/.tiaihy^ isiaA 

-jitttde him live the past agam. 

( in' imdgifiation he walked beneftth tte 

lofty plane-trees that shaded tlie teri^aice 

at 'Ndrvi, converwig with> bitf^ &di»r:; 

•^i66W atid l^en stopping to list the soft 

li^n^^lhe tide against the steps wJfaijeh 

'^^ into tiie sea^; or leaning overilie 

-lialustyade, to^^KKsa;ch the progi:ess of a 

skfffr or the flight of a hird : the gracious 

' voice he was never again to hedr on 

^Artii»^lloaliis eitf in accesfts of tender- 

iliess and instruction ; they talked of Ce*^ 

ttiio^s meditated voyage, they anticipsted. 

a joy&l- meeting after two years > of sepa- 

mion.* Cesario's lips wer^ just sealt^d 

on his fi|ther's hand with filial fondness, 

when the door, of the apartiment he 

j^ieafiy sat ^in, opiened hastily^ and tibe 

visioQ vanished. . . 

Rising m discH^der, he lopked:with;i«Q- 
digttant ainazem^n^ upon the pemoo^ii^tt 
entered : it was Giovanni C%ahu : 



<' Wl^t means &kii mbmion^ m^f^ 
demanded Cesario. ^ r-^v r 

" It ihean^ any ^ing but oflfence^** 
i>epBed^ the former, gently, but steadily 
ndyancing^ • 

'♦< Yoft come for my thsiiikd, peiii^q^- 
liRhM the other abruptly, ♦♦ for »ep0c€» 
ir^dered me in the portico c^ the seig- 
niory? You have them,sig!K^. Ithapk 
you.—! thank you \ Tliere I do not linge 
rme fiiFther." ' ^ 

He turned away as he concliidedi^/AQd 
4Mifted against a window frame; e^td^a^y 
deAHTOtts of thus terminatii^ the mt^u 

' '■ Oibvai^tii stBl advanced, though witif 
an air of respect and digpity. ^^ I^shoiidd 
not have intruded on you, aigiior, : witE 
an}^ selfish errand^ eam^tly as I desire 
fp cultivate/ mutuikl good^wfll ;V (Cetiario 
cast on him a glance of disdaai^ GiO'- 
vanni proceeded ;) « biit I eome to ^o 
you {^ an ad; of justice yUy make some 
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16 TH^ KNIOHT OF ST* JOHM* 

eompensftUcm if prossibk, for what the 
law has awarded to my father/' 
<• " Your father ! -H- name him not. if 
you would have me endure your s%ht 
a single moment* My father 1 where ia 
he ? — ^ iu' his .grave ! and who rifled him 
0f life?-r1^ho tore hht dying embrace^ 
bid last biasing fromJiia ]M^«tdb^ son P*^ 

The impassioned young hmu i|aiN4 
hisforehead 4j^nH hia hand in 2^ yj^Eteusf 
of recoUeetion, and vainly tried! to stiAr 
Agrota; ' , 

Giovanni looked at him with iilcreift^ 
ing comiiriseMtipn v a fe^UAg of another 
sort reddened his cheek, and altered hit 
v<3ice ds he aaid, *< The caus^ of this in- 
dignation honours you too inuch^ s^iior^ 
for mei to remind yoil ifi strong terms^ 
that I, too^am a son,; but you must allow 
1B6 to execute my commissicm : — I pray 
yoil permit me !'' - 

Cesario did not answer ; his gen6rou9 
soul was moved, in spite .of himsdf, .by 
the noble manner of his imagined enemy ; 
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he could not close his sense against the 
hiexpiessible charm of his voice ; bi^t lie 
would not trust hiinddf to lode upon 
hink Giovanni's was, indeed, such a 
countenazic^ as Raphael might have 
chosen for the £ivonrite dis^Ie of onr. 
Lordj: a serene breadth of %^head^ 
with ** heavei^y hair/' partirig fisbm. it 
in ample waves v lai^ dovcrlik^ . eyes y 
and that ihir compmoxe. of cmxfkta^^ 
w^ch bef^>eaks the calm of ^odness. 
iDo ^k countenance was johaied a %pise» 
df tn^faid^ the eminent ^gniceil^eds irst, 
€at^t afef^n^oft} bnt, on a^ond ob-i 
s&vatipft, j^ large proportiom denoted 
power, the power of strength:} and'then 
tiie gentlcsiaKs 06 hk countenance seemed 
but the ntc^e giacdow.^ 

As Cesfiirio still kept silence, Giovanni 
j^piroaobed him ; and weighii^ 4vferyr. 
word, ere it MY from him, lest it shield 
wound the delieacy, or kiiidle the inftun-^ 
maOie .pa^Aions of his unwiUing bearer/ 
he opeiiedliis-coftiinissiQn* 



18 THE Kl^IGHT OP ST, JOHK. 

t; It was a reque$ti AatfGesario w<i^ 
be pJMsed to rejceive the value of the 
e$t«te at Nervi j at the i^tne time asaur*^ 
iBg hun» that, although the iCigali family 
^ould not allow the right of their title to 
be disputed, (since indeed the most satis^ 
iactory jproois of that right bad-, been 
sanctified by. the de^cisicAi of incorruptible 
jLidges,) they al^orred the idea of ravish*-, 
ingitfrmn one who had hitherto believed 
bitnflelf its undoubted heirfr---»What <^ex 
were content to. receive; at the hands of 
justice,, therefore, iras.onLy the |i$>wer o£ 
restoring this, esti^te io the. property frogfi 
whicji , it t'had .been unlawfully dismem^ 
bered two centuries back* 
i lliey prayed him to consider them aa 
it^ purchasers; and having had the estate 
vftlued,: Giovanrti was come to proflfej^ the 
umi: oaaied. He .woul4 bave Jaid a very, 
hea^y bag of ducats on the table 99 he €op« 
i^odedt hid hot Cesario sprung forwi^c^ 
yi^ Ihe iterceness ^ a tyger> and pusheil 
it back. " Hnw jreur f a©^ hearts T' ex,* 
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Claimed he indignantly, '< that yeu be- 
lieve I am sorrowing over a few l^ags df 
dioss? Not all the wealth of Peru :^ti 
be a compensation to me: take back 
your ducats. I would neither h^tvig^ sold 
nor. given my Inrtfa-place to any man ; 
and though the law has basely aWarded 
it to you, I may die a beggar and in 
prison, but never will I seal the triumph, 
of the. C^aH, by acceptingv gold froin 
them as a boon/' 

^ " i. would your just grief: were lesst id- 
temperate !*^ said Giovanni patiently *y *< yda 
WMld^ tbra adn^it that we /^A^k^ right on 
vm side> !Aiot]gh grievous has beoi its 
enforcement" 

<< I case not for rights I know, not 
>ii4iere. it lies; I sedc not to discover i*' 
interrupted Cesario, bm^ting feoith aneW^ 
<^ I am only certain that I would .not 
liave acted thuaby my divest foe j \tbere- 
fore I despise ye. I know that flik hat*» 
ful contest riiii»ed my /&ther'saffiw9,?aiid 
Jbroke y& heart, thei^re I hate yehGo 
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then -~ nfever let iiie see you thore, or i 
know not whitfceT my dist^ctlon -add 
despair iBay lead nie/' - Aga;ili he stMick 
bis daiBped handa against his ^ fotehead, 
imd stopped fck warit of breath. 

" I 'vyiH bear any thing from* you, jmt 
Dow/' said 6]cni?anni, ^i3peakiAg qukk 
md short ; *< fbr.Iiee yoa are^nc^ your- 
self ¥ou csamot hkteMne, yoa dMokil 
be so tt&jiistj^ybu mast siee^that I m'not 
a hard and merciless matt. 

*< Qhf youcoort p^pdbrity.perlbpd !*' 
endftimfed Oesano, )maiiSekm& I by4l^ :m» 
dulg^ce he was f givJiig to hs pasnonst 
^' 'tis fit y0ii do ; finr J ican tdl fmi, l^iat 
where my father lies buried, there li^ 
ijy the honour of yotir>ace^'' 
' i^><PopiflariQrFsiurimired:Gibvabiii;and 
ii.tear:^i8£ened in hi9 mildly lepro^hiiil 

'Tljras^ an ipjufioiis suspiciian, and Ce* 
Mrio had rather uttered than thought iti 
he now stood gloospiiy^lent; ashmned 
of his own inteti^ranc^i yet jefilou«^ of 
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. Could: he bave known wi^ .wlmt cai»- 
cngeoiisnobleness this. kisuHed man.ha^ 
b^Vied the , apger. of a Kprn^fdljE-imtaded 
]M!r^t, wjtdte eoBvindng him that bufliaii 
n^turie called alond for a comj^ensation 
to Cesma Adimad ^ could he have known 
that 9^ei a loag^ iaod p^nnful struggle} 
Giovfuini had finallj^ ^esttd donseoi,: by 
soleftnuly awearibg to i^enouhce.tiie wocbli 
unless this feeble cotrsoIatiDn were affi^fd^ 
ed to.his distress digixit } could he have 
knowq this* even in- the hisAiBAd tranis^port 
of bis j^isi^on, Ce8a»on»ist'ha:irertiirown 
bbii^lf upon the b^etet of Gigida) and 
besought his pardctt. As it was, he 
btbpm'e^ with im oontefdk^ epiotiom 

" lUienj. I may clot hope to move ymat 
pmi>6i^e ?*' asked Gio?¥iuani* « You mo* 
tipn lA^ tp. leavci yoi^ : I will do so* But 
ere I go, suffer me to'enbr6ait,yjau»4Q thd 
tta.me irf Chriatian charily^ not4o. judge 



me so. i:asbly \aiict «o : hartHf^ h tijA d^ 
Cigala, it is true — the son of hiiir^by^ 
whom fate>faas. dealt its severest blow to 
you. I even feel as if I bad be^ instra- 
ix^ntal in your jnisfortunes, (yet, Ood* 
knows, I am not !) and I would faiti b6 
allowed to offer some atonement, not in 
tbe shape of gold -^ not in the shape of 
yaetn dissipatioh, but in that -of devot!^ 
9^ice. . In:-truth,^ I would rather witt 
your friendship than the love of t.he fair- 
est woman in Italy.'* - 

He paused, somewhat overcome, and 
pro^red his hand. — CesHrio turn^- 
hastily, round, perusi^ him from head' 
to foQt with struggling feelings : but pride 
and /false x>pinion bad the maistery ; - and 
he said,' bitterly, " Berhaps you^omfe to 
mock me with this amazing show of 
goodness :-^ PU jiot believe in it/* ' 

" Eancy our situations changed,** said; 
Giovanni, earnestly } ". how would ^oi/^ 
then^ have acted ?" 

f * I ! — I would have cast myself into 

15 
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the sea rather than abeslted such robbery 
and spch giurder/* ' 

«. £n(|uire of others;" returned Gio- 
vajnni^ his gentleness something disturbed 
by this fierce accusation, and his cheek 
losing its colour.; " they \|^ill convince 
you, that resumption of right is not rob* 
bery; and, for the last charge, Heaven 
pply is answ.er^ble.-:— ?My father, possibly 
gii^ssed your father's heart as ill^ as ym^ 
do^mjoet Farewejl, si^or 1- , 

His voice faltered^ but his ^ county 
nai^ce had assumed jslu expression , of 
ofii^pded virtue, which approached \,|9 
awiulness: he staid not for reply 4; the 
door closed on him ; and Cesario i;^a& left 
standings in a painful confusion of Jni? 
tfdt^ aijd self-acGif sing: feeling. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



OiovAKNi retraced fajs way homeward 
"with a sw^ffifig heart,—- he thought Qyfet 
the scene which had just passed; and 
"^hile he^ blamed f^ detannined animo^ 
aity of Geaario, Tie found its excuse^ in m 
tedent nature^ perhaps never restrained, 
'fmd «qdd€»ily bereft of the sole object it 
jirfeed in life. 

Giovanni'fii temper and mtoner might 
have been .supposed the resdtts of philo- 
sophical principles ; but his heart had no 
philosophy in it. if by that term we 
are to understand the austere discipline 
which extinguishes the passions, and re- 
fuses even to the afiections all power over 
our peace. 



II 
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Concealing under the serenity of a 
temper incapabte of disturbance, feelings 
peculiarly sensitive^ and a mind highly 
exalted by romantic and religious stu«»' 
dies, Giovanni had, at a very early ^e, 
felt the full force of the master-passion. 
He was a younger son, with more graces 
than wealth for his portion : it was his* 
destiny to love a coquet, by whcwtti he- 
was akematdy tortured and traflisported^ - 
till ^e broke her own spells by marryii^- 
m old QoblemaU) whose rank and richer ^^ 
^sured her that power and ^se plea* 
sures which she rated f|ur above the en* 
joyments ^ of the heart. > 

At the same period, Giovanni lost his 
mother. This affliction (for he I oveA her 
tende):ly ) following so immediatdy upon ^ 
a first disappointment, at once divorced 
him from Ijie usual interests arud expect-^ 
ati<His of life J and, obeying a sudden 
iinpulse, he enrolled himself among the 
Knighta of St John. ^ - • > 

The scattered remnant of that qefe^ 
vol. I. c 
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« 

braced order, after having for more than 
four, centuries been the bulwark of' 
Chrisj^f p49ff)3 i r after having shed , their, 
noblest bloq4 in all the wars between the 
infidels a^id.t^Q true l^elievers; after 
havipg given ^gnity.to chivalry, by the 
irreproa^baiblQi lives of its knights; was 
now driven from Rhodes^ the ancient, 
throne of its glory ; despoiled of i^s con- 
quests by the Ottoman arms, robbed, of 
its rijchest commanderies by the very 
princes whom its valour had si^ptported, 
and all its . possei^ns shrunk to tlie 
sterile rock of Malta. 

As the brothers of this, celebrated order 
preserved the fame of its former glory, 
and the chivalric spirit by which that 
glory was acquired, Giovanni repaired to 
their island^ with a soul burning to prove 
itself worthy of their fellowship. 

Wh^i he thus took upon him the obli- 
gation to live a life of ^ celibacy, and to 
devote himself to the interests of reli- 
gton» he had scarcely attained the age of 
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one-and4wenty* He fulfilled this obli- 
gation for five years } distingai$hiiig him- 
self * in the convent by obedience and 
purity of conduct, and upon service, by 
zeal and intrepidity. 

Mild and unaspiring m peace, in yfta 
he was inspired with a new cluuracter ; 
for never did Caesar's ambition prompt 
to bolder enterprise, nor Alexander's 
thirst of fame lead to nobler exploits* 

'' Backward to mingle in detested war, 
'* Yet foremost when engaged ;" 

» 

and^ leaving a track of glory behind him, 
wherever he wentj he made Christendom 
ring and the Ottoman power sh^ke with 
the thunder of his aritis. 

Meanwhile, the death of his heir made 
a great revolution in the sentiments of 
the elder Cigala and the destiny of his 
younger s(m. It was -not fit to let his 
honours and wealth pass to a distant 
branch, while a true scion from ,the pa^ 
rent tree y«t flourished.' He had a 

e 2 
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daughter, it h true ; but she was an alien 
from his affection, by having clandes- 
tinely married a yotmg Frenchman, with 
wlibm she had fled, he neither knew nor 
cared to enquire whither : he was little 
inclined, therefore, to let the oflfepring of 
such a marriage inherit his property. 

^ In'consequence of these circumstances, 
he ^procured the Pope's dispensation fo^' 
his son Giovanni (a favour not unfre- 
quendy sought and obtained on similar 
occasions); and thus released. from his 
vow of celibacy, and obe^ence to a mi- 
litary silperior, Giovanni reluctantly re*- 
turned intQ t^he business and bustle of ' 
every-day life* 

Although he had long ceased to con- 
sider the woman who had formerly infa- 
tuated him, with any other emotion than 
contempt, her tyranny rankled in his 
memory ; and he shrunk from such ig- 
noble bondage to anipther, with soinnething 
of prejudice. . , 

.This dread of a passion, Which is in- 
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deed either the angel or the demon of 
ouir lives, made him shun those gay 
scenes where women hold the diief 
place; and though he never expressed 
his averseness to marriage, nor suffered 
himself to believe he might eventually 
disappoint his father's hope of seeing him 
^suitably allied, he had goni^ on nearly a 
twelvemonthi since his return from Malta, 
without evincing the slightest inclinaticm 
for any of his sprightly counfaywomen. : 

Yet Giovanni was neither unsocial n<)r 
melancholy. Perhaps he had mcNre in* 
ward -happiness than any other man <^ 
his age, consequently sought If ss from; 
without. He was one that loved to look 
on the fair iride oF creation^ for him, 
every place had its pleasures, every sea- 
son its enjoyment, every prospect its 
beauty, every character its exceUeAc^, 
and eveiy vexation its utility. ::> 

Accustomed to seek a beneficent cause 
for f^very seeming hardship, when others 
stopped at the saddening point of a sub- 

c 3 
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ject, he would pttrsue it till it emerged in 
light and consolation. 

And for all subjects, there is that 
cloudless region! — every trial and ca- 
lamity, of the human race terminates 
.in this brief passage from life to immor- 
tality. On that glorious immortality Grio- 
vanni would muse till his heart burnt 
within him ; then, while taking his soli- 
tary autumnal walk, they who passed 
him, and saw not the expression of hfs 
downcast eyes, resting on the fallen 
leaves over which he trod, might fancy 
him wrapt in melancholy contemplation. 
But so reading, they had read him ill : 
for if the fading sky and withered woods 
reminded him of the brevity of human 
existence, the light and life within him- 
self, told him tliat man's perishable dust 
enshrines a light which the grave cannot 
extinguish, and a living principle over 
which death has no power. 

Thus, though serious, he was not sad ; 
though solitary, not unsocial; and the 
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serenity of his countenance only reflected 
a just image of his soul. 

Report had wronged the elder Cigala, 
or rather had mistaken his. character, 
when it charged him with malignant 
motives in his contest for the estate at 
ivTervi. He was actuated solely by a 
selfish desire of acquisition. 

The elder Adimari once held the most 
lucrative post under the Doge, the po- 
destat of Corsica j Cigala coveted it, in- 
trigued for, and got it. He would have 
done the same thing by his best friend. 

After a lapse of years, accident dis- 
covered to him the family-deeds by 
which he regained a right to th6 pro- 
perty which had been unwittingly pur- 
chased by the ancestor of Adimari j his * 
greediness could not resist the tempt- 
ation ; and deceiving himself, by ima- 
gining he yielded solely to a laudable 
regard for posterity, he commenced arid 
prosecuted the suit. 

' d 4 ' 
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During its prepress, Signor Adimari'^ 
fortune sufiered by great mercantile mis- 
fortimes.} the suit was tedious and ex* 
pensive ; his son's absence was p;rdtonged 
far beyond the l^me stated for his pro- 
bable return ; and^ in those day&, there 
-^ere no fixed .modes of communication 
between the two hemispheres j he had 
heard of him but once during, three 
years ; and the information he sent, con- 
vinced his father that the business he had 
gone on would end in disappointment : 
wearied out, therefore,, with hope de- 
ferred, with anxiety, with increasing debt, 
with ^ the straitening of his bountiful 
spirit, and pining for his son, the un- 
happy gentleman gradually drooped, and 
at length died*^ 

His death somewhat shocked the elder 

« « ... 

Cigala J but the impression was not 
strong enough to assist the pleadings of 
Giovanni, who ceased not to importune 
his father to drop the suit. 

The suit, however^ proceeded against 
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the executors of Slgnor Adimari, and 
the result is known* 

. With little sympathy, either in their 
tastes or principles, the elder and younger 
Cigala lived together in common*place 
harmony : Giovanni had that ascendancy^ 
over his father, which a strong mind gains; 
over a weak one ; that ascendancy which 
controls the actions of him upon whom 
it is exerted, without altering his incU- 
nations ; that ascendancy which is often 
submitted to in private, in deference to 
public consideration. 

So meekly did Giovanni bear his no- 
blest qualities, that not one party could 
hate or vilify him ; and if the elder Ci* 
gala were susceptible of laudable pride, 
it was when he heard his son's integrity 
quoted, and his knightly exploits ex-* 
tolled. While listening to praises be-: 
stowed on his son^ he seemed to fancy 
that his own character was ennobled by 
them. 

Thus, making a sort of property of 

c 5 
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Giovanni's good report and high endow- 
ments, he liked him not the less for a 
superiority, which would have mortified 
him in any other. 

In one instance, hard was the contest 
between hclbitual respect for this excel- 
lent soil and habitual selfishness. For a 
long time Signer Cigala resisted both 
persuasions and arguments, when Gio- 
vanni would have induced him to make 
the offer of considering the contested 
estate as a purchase ; and at last he 
yielded solely from the fear of seeing 
iiiis admired son return into the bosom 
of the order he had quitted. 

As Giovanni now recalled the soene 
which had then passed, he grieved to 
think how unfairly he was ei^timated by 
Cesario Adimari ; and to be esteemed 
by Cesario^ Adimari, to be absolved by 
him, for being allied to the person whose 
triumph had been his downfall, was the 
liveliest desire of Giovanni's soul. 

Yet Whence originated this desire ? 
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was it from previous representations of 
that young man's filial piety ; or from a 
romantic imagination ? was it fromi pity, 
and respect, and a sense of injury sus- 
tained by Cesario j or was it from the 
mere tenderness of a nature prone to 
trust and to love ? 

Perhaps all these causes were combined: 
perhaps they were rendered more powerful 
by that solitariness of the. hearty which is 
felt by persons endowed with warm affec- 
tions, when surrounded by companions 
lower than themselves in the scale of 
moral and mental excellence ; and lower, 
by countless fathoms, than the elevated 
standard of their own imagination. 

But there was another sentiment, sind 
. a painful one, which harassed his hithert(^ 
tranquil breast. He saw that the extre- 
mity of the law is not always what woulii 
be the judgment of Equity. There was 
more in the estate at Nervi, to the son 
of Adimari, than its pecuniary value. 
Giovanni was sensible to a ceaseless whis- 

c 6 
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per in his heartj that his father's triumpfit 
was unjust. To seem to sanction such 
an act, to appear to appropriate its fruits, 
stung the high honour of the Knight of 
St. John to. the quick; and he felt that 
he could not rest day nor night, until he 
had incontrovertibly asserted his inno-^ 
cence of the transaction^ by a^ patient 
endurance of its victim's natural indig- 
nation, and a persevering devotedness to 
his service : till he had planted this con- 
viction in the ihind of the injured Adi- 
mari, his own nobility of soul felt itself 
stigmatised and under an impression of 
disgrace. 

Giovanni asked himself why he felt so 
interested in Cesario Adimari j and these 
reasons satisfied him : but he coqld not 
so satisfactorily answer his further ques- , 
fion, of what Cesario's character might 
appear, if divested of the powerful inte- 
rest bestowed on it by his peculiar situ- 
ation. 

Giovanni strove to recollect the par- 
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ticulars of Cesario*s countenance, ta 
assist his judgment ; and he remembered 
them distinctly. 

It seemed to' him almost an Asiatic 
physiognomy : — so dark^ yet so bright j 
so full of ardent and.impetuous passion; 
so flashing, so varied, so sparkling : the 
same dark-browed eye of diamond light ;, 
the same clear forehead, polished like 
marble, and rounded by black and glossy 
cur}s» — ^Did the same character of devour- 
ing fire lie bene^h? Was it a proud 
soul; that cast such an air of haughty 
majesty over the movements of those 
youthful limbs : was it a determined 
thirst. for vengeance, which gave that 
stern yet noble fixture to a lip which 
seemed made for the loves and graces to 
hang on ? 

And that Hp, that cheek, that eye su- 
preme in manly beauty, might not they 
at once change their lofty character, and 
become the evidences- of a voluptuoiK- 



38 THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHJ^. 

ness too often associated with this keen 
sensibility to the moi:e stormy passions : 

If experience were to answer these 
questions in the affirmative, Giovanni felt 
that his pure and kindly spirit could 
never hold fellowship with one so differ- 
ent : but if on the contrary, time should 
prove Cesario as capable of friendship, 
as of filial affection ; if it should direct 
his ardour to the sublime object of self- 
devotion for the advancement of his 
country or of his faith ; if it should van- 
quish his prejudices, by the growth of his 
own virtues and wisdom ; then Giovanni 
felt, that he could grapple him to his 
soul with hooks of steel j and in this yet- 
unconquered hope he went on his quiet 
way^ 

The occupation of the Marino (for 
such was the name of the house at 
Nervi) afforded much satisfaction to 
Signor Cigala : it was a constant sotitce 
of bitterness to his son. Although its 
internal ornaments of furniture, pictures, 
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marbles, &c. had b^en faithftdly surren- 
dered to the creditors of Adimari, there 
remained ^painful remembrances of its 
former inhabitant, in many a rural embel- 
lishment planned by his taste, and many 
an useful building erected by him for 
the comfort of his tenantty. 

Giovanni often entered the cottages 
of the silk-spinners and the vine-dressers, 
in the hope of cultivating their good- 
will, and learning how best to serve them. 
At first, they received him in sullen 
silence ; but after repeated visits, and' 
freqtrent attempts to draw fhem into 
conversation, he won them at letigth 
into confidence j and, prefacing their 
discburses with some cold compliments 
to their present lofd, they would then 
lament the^deith of their " good signor\' 
in terms of wncere. grief. 

As they described the characters and 
habits of the elder and younger Adimari, 
their artless narratives presented many a 
beautiful picture of domestic happiness. 
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It was ani Union so perfect, a happiness 
so pure, a condition so moderate, and so 
-little likely to be interrupted either by 
the temptations of an elevated fortune, 
or the trials of a depressed one, that 
Giovanni mourned to think his father's 
hand had levelled *so fair a fabric with 
the dust* 

One of the oldest cottagers had a 
chronicle of every bush and stone on 
the estate. That summer-house, over- 
grown with jessamines, was the place 
where Signer Adimari used to take his 
siel^ta in summer. Yon bosquet of roses 
was planted when the young signor went 
beyond seas. Under that palisade ^ of 
m3artles, by the great gates, the father 
stood and embraced his son for the. 
last time. And on that terrace, he 
used to walk every morning and evening 
during the year appointed for his return, 
watching the ships that came from the' 
east, and still returning, though still dis* 
appointed* 
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To this terrace, Giovanni soon learned 
to* bend his pensive steps, whenever a 
melancholy humour inclined him •• to 
nurse sad fancies :" it was a walk adapt- 
ed for contemplation, independent of its 
association in the mind of Giovanni with 
the family of Adimari, 

The Marino stood upon unequal 
ground, like all the villas in that pic- 
turesque part of the Genoese coast ; and 
its gardens, extending over a great sur- 
face of irregular hills, united their sunny 
slopes by a succession of terraces and 
flights of steps, which led to the very 
margin of the sea. 

These terraces and steps, built with 
the green marble of the Bochetta, were 
mantled by a variety of creeping plants, 
as sweet to the sense, as delightful to 
the eye: the ballustrades of the steps 
were hung with them as with garlands. 

It had beien Signor Adimari's pleasure 
to surround himself with these simple 
luxuries ; and even where the pavement 
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of his terraces left no soil for a plant, he 
supplied the deficiency by occasional 
groupes of shrubs growing in porcelaine 
or alabaster, and moveable at will. 

Prom one of these varying groves of 
gay geraniums, on the highest terrace, 
rose a jet cCeaUt the sound and sight of 
the water of which, soothed pensiveness 
rather than excited gaiety : near it 
stood a magnificent cedar, its branches 
shading the shattered roots of a former 
companion. These roots, now over- 
grown with moss and violets, formed 
a fantastic yet easy seat, and had been 
the favourite resting-place of Signor Adi- 
mari. It soon became the evening haunt 
of Giovanni. 

He would bring his book and read 
there j or, in the still hour of vespers, 
he would repeat the offices of that sacred 
profession, never abjured by his heart, 
though relinquished in obedience to his 
father. Still oftener, he would pace the 
cold marble, musing with fruitless pitv 
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x)n the many sad hours the elder Adimafi 
had wasted thei*e, waiting for that son, 
whose return he was destined never to 
witness ! 

• Giovanni's kindly heart calculated but 
too well all the pangs of that venerable 
parent. " Here,'* he would say, " here, 
most likely, where the marble is worn 
upon the eastern edge of the ballustrade, 
he has been used to lean, while regard- 
ing that quarter of the horizon ; and 
here, under the shade of these old myr- 
tles, where the branches look brown and 
blighted, perhaps the tears of the poor 
father have dropped unheeded, as be sat 
forlorn and lonely, vexed with the cares 
of law and the disappointment of 
worldly hopes ; seeking, in vain, a breast 
whereon to weep,- and foreboding his 
own dying hour of yet sadder loneli- 
ness/* 

In. this neglected alcove Giovanni 
found a volume of Virgil, which had 
fallen down, and been forgotten, in times 
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long past. It opened of itself, at the 
eleventh book, where the grief of Evan- 
der, over the body of the young FaUas, 
is painted with such tenderness and 
beauty. ^ The leaves of (his part of the 
volume were worn and discoloured, too 
probably with the reader^s frequent tears ; 
and Giovanni, as he contemplated their 
trd,ces, scarcely doubted that with the 
affliction of the venerd^jle Evander, Adi- 
mari had almost identified his own- 

He had feared, then, the untimely 
death of his absent son : Oh, could he 
have read the book of fate, and seen his 
own end was so near ! — » This precious 
ycdiune was often Giovanni's companion 
in his evening wanderings ; and the ten- 
der strains of the poet, thus associated 
with the sorrows of the respectable Adt- 
mari, unconsciously heightened their dig- 
nity and deepened their interest. 

But not in reveries of vain- compas- 
sion, {though by such reveries are all 
pur virtues nourished, and preserved for 
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action,) did Giovanni pass iiis evening 
hours. He sought to recompense his 
father^s new tenants for their change of 
masters : he prompted, nay, he extorted 
many a beneficial act from his father in 
their favour ; and his own gracious man- 
ner being always interposed to shield 
the grudging manner of that father 
from dislike or disrespect, harmony was 
established, and satisfaction beginning 
to appear. 

Still, however, his thoughts were full 
<tf Cesario Adimari ; and the little in- 
formation he could obtain of that young 
man's situation and plans, troubled his 
peace. 

He learned that, by the sale of the per- 
sonal property, and the pledging of his 
land at Folchiverra, Cesario had dis- 
charged the principal demands upon 
him ; and that, having obtained the pro- 
mise of his creditors to wait the event of 
a voyage he was about to make, he was 
preparing to sail in a vessel bound for 
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the Levant ; having taken on himself the 
charge of superintending, the disposal of 
her cargOy and that of freighting her 
back, in consideration of a valuable share 
promise to him by her owners. 

Giovanni had sought, more than once 
since their second interview, to throw 
himself in his way ; but whether or bo> 
Cesario as purposely avoided him, they 

' never had directly met. 

This perversity of accident, far from* 
abating Giovanni's desire to win some 
kintdness from Cesario, quickened it, by 
causing him to meditate but the oftener 
on such peculiar ill luck. He did so, 
till this desire grew almost into a passion ; 
and he would cheerfully have incurred 

' the risk of another, and another repulse, 
had he been assured that Cesario would 
ever do his feelings justice, and separate 
him from the hard character of his fa- 
ther. 

This, however, was not probable ; fpr 
Cesario was entering upon a course at* 

so 
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life that would hereafter cause hhn to 
pa^s the greater part of his time at sea ; 
and, whien on land,' would keep him. down 
in a society far, far below the level of 
Giovanni Cigala's station. 

Giovanni never revolved these things 
without a concern amounting to sorrow : 
here was a young man, born in the class 
of nobility, educated in the expectation 
of an ample fortune, accustomed to an- 
ticipate the future dignities of the Re- 
public, and from general fame fitted to 
\|dn them all in succession : liberal by 
habit and by nature, keenly alive to 
honour and dishonour ; here was this 
man, at the age of four-and-tw€«ity, sud- 
denly sunk to poverty^ and forced to 
seek the means of preserving his father's 
memory from popular reproach by em- 
bracing the humblest post of mercantile 
employment. 

Unfitted by his former education and' 
habits to sympathise with any but cul- 
tured and elegant minds, he was conse- 
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quently cut off from the dearest affections 

• * 

of man, friendship and love ; or obliged 
to receive an imperfect image of each, in 
association without conformity of taste, 
and marriage without the union of mind 
' with that of heart. 

Could Giovanni have reversed this 
hard fortune, by any sacrifice, whether 
cf( right or generosity, he would have 
done it joyfully ; but it was imposisrible 
for him to deny, that legal forms, and a 
worldly view of right, furnished too many 
arguments for an obligation on the head 
of the chief of the Cigali, to regain the 
property which had been alienated from 
them in times past ; and it was in vain 
that he spoke of a superior law com- 
{msed ip that simple and sublime maxim 
of the meek Jesus, " Do as thou wouldest 
be done unto." 

His father, yielding through a mixture 
of dastardliness and respect in . less im- 
portant matters, where it imported no 
one to support himi had been obstinate 

15 



, ^ THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHN. 49 

in this : for nearly all of his name, having 
a remote interest in the family-aggrandise- 
ment, and being in the line of succession, 
fortified his sordid arguments by their 
opinions; and thus diiowned the single 
generous voice of the immecUate heir. 

Giovanni, therefore, could do no more 
than lament that his will was unaccom^ 
panied by power ; and lie in ^ait for some 
happy opportunity of serving, the injure4 
Cesario in df spite of himself* 
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CHAPTER IIL 



•&«i^o% CM)aA iiael heen sMtiied above 

d^tit 6bfytied, he hetsame a candidate 
for the Procnitatorship, %b6 's^cmd dig- 
nity in the Republic. 

During the progress of the election, he 
frequently remained in the city ; leaving 
his son to the calm enjoyment of rural 
pleasures, and those higher gratifications 
connected with the study of ancientworth, 
and the well-being of his dependants. 

During one of these solitary periods, 
Giovanni was returning from a long 
pamble along the sea-shore, in haste to 
avoid a storm ; (for it was the end of July, 
and the thickened clouds darkened his 
way j) when having entered the demesne 

15 
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of the Marino, he observed a figure dart- 
ing from a cypress grove into a short 
walk that led to the chapel. 

The perscm was wrapped in a doak 
evidently for concealment; and the ra- 
pidity, yet apprehensiveness of his move- 
ments, made Giovanni pause and retreat 
a few steps, to note whither lie went. 

Seeing tjiis person still go on, he fol- 
lowed him softly; sheltering himself at 
intervals under the broad shade of the 
tree$, lest he should be observed in his 
turn. ' ' 

What was his surprise to see this man, 
(after having vainly tried the door) mount 
by. one of the buttresses to a window, 
which, yielding to his rough shake, left 
him a free passage into the int^erior. 

The chapel, dedicated to the martyr 
Stephen, was richly furnished with images 
and rdigioas . vessels, composed of gold 
and precious stones : it contained also the 
relics of many eminent saints, aiid the 
consecrated gsurments of the officiating 
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priest. All these treasures were sacred 
to every good Catholic ; but infinitely 
more so, to one who had formerly vowed 
to devote his life to the preservation of 
the Christian faith, and whatever related 
to it. 

Alarmed lest this suspicious person 
were one of a gang purposed to pillage 
the chapel of these holy things, Giovanni 
hastened to a low door at the further end 
of the building, of which he remembered 
having the key ; he opened it sofUy, and 
closing it with equal caution, shut himself 
in with the robber* 

The stained glass of the long pointed 
windows, and the shadows of the high 
icj^ocketted pinnacles which rose above 
them, together with the dropping ban* 
ners of the knights mouldering below, 
increased the daxkness of the place. 
Giovanni felt for his dagger, and stood 
steadily observant, behind the, light 
tracery of one of the shrines^ 

The person advanced eagerly«<— << Thiq 
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*— this is the spot !" — he cried in a voice 
that made Giovanni's heart thrill ; in a 
voice \Thich he could not mistake, but 
which he had never before heard utter 
such piercing and tender sounds. " O my 
father — and is it here I find thee P* 

It was Cesario Adimari that now cast 
himself on the pavement of the chapel, 
where a single square of black marble 
denoted the place he sought. 

fie spoke no more $ but relaxed from 
every st^ner feeling, his tears and ^oans 
echoed through the hollow aisles ; and the 
frequent kisses he bestowed on the in- 
sensible marble, testified the love he had 
borne to him who slept beneath. 

Giovjinni was root-bound: he ^^^^^^^^l^ 
have given his life €ar ite power of trans- 
porting himself to another scene. It wa« 
horror to him, thus to profane with sa- 
crilegious eyes the sacred sorrow of a son 
taking a last fareweU of the ashes of a 
father ; to hear, perhaps, ' the confessions 
of* a soul burdened with the weight of 
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remembered omissions ; and ndagnifying 
its frailties into crimes. He tried to 'move, 
bu£ his limbs shook under Him ; hie es- 
sayed to speak, but utterance failed him ; 
— again the doleful accents of Cesario 
were heard in the chapel. 

" O my father ! thou hearest me, thou 
beholdest me in this wretched hdiir! 
strengthen me to bear my lonely and 
altered fate — forgive me for all nSy' past 
offences against thee!-^0 aslc for me, 
courage to resist the weakness of my own 
nature, and the seductions of a race I 
ought to hate — for they murdered thee.** 

** Hold, Adimari!*' interrupted , Gio- 
vanni, recovering his voice, though unable 
*o advance, — " you are not aloneV— ^ 

Cesario was: sricnt for an instant with 
surprise and resentment; then hastily 
^starting up, he exclaimed, "What, sir, 
do you persecute me even here ?** — 

Giovaiini briefly explained the mistake 
which had led him into the chapel. He 
opened the door behind him as he spoke^ 
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a«d let in. thet littW Kght: which yet 
brighteiMid ia the evenmg^^sky*. 

That dpttfetMHght fell M. uj^ 
%li;(rie of Cesai^qi, aa he stood i^Uppo^rting; 

hiflawJf a^inst/ftraoaumeat j it showed 

him pale* dejecfedi hi^.eyep swollen with 

w^piag, .^d^ his feprtures marl^ed with 

the l^l^or of ei^hausted feelijags., 

That countenance was robbed of the 

fire «d ferodty o£ g«f with, which 

Giovaani had fonaerly se^n it agijt^^fsd > 
but never had it been so affecting, iieyer 
sp powerfuJi o¥er his sympathising: heart. 

H«^ l|ngi@^ ere he wexit : apd perhaps 
Cesario felt the influence of that pro^i^nd 
intc^re^t painted in the looks of Gioyaipu, 
and which he was desirous of shvnnii)^ 
S>r he only motioned him to bfi gpne, 
mi. turned: back iuto the aisle* 

*^ I would you could see whs^t is^ p^M^Sfug 
here!'' e:2i;<daimed Gipvimni^^ ^ki^g h^ 
breast wi^ fervQur^ after hay^ig cc^r 
f;emplated hiin for sQu^tinae iti 9ilf!9C^ 
. " What matters it?" asked C^ms, lu$ 
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brow clouding ; " what imports it to yoa 
or me, how we think of each other ? — 
you are a Cigala, I, an Adimari, the last 
of the.Adimari! — a crowd of lifeless 
bodies, that once bore those hostile names, 
lie here, 'tis true, mingled together ; but 
for the sons of Paulo Cigala and Ludo^ 
vico Adimari so to mingle, is impossible, 
either in life or death." 

" Am I answerable for my birth?** 
enquired Giovanjni, hazarding a step 
nearer. 

" I am no casuist,^* returned Cesario, 
gloomily ; and he fixed his eyes upon the 
spot where his father lay. 

A long silence followed. Giovanni 
almost fancied he heard heavy drops fall* 
ing upon the inanimate marble : the light 
was so indistinct that he could only see 
at that short distance the shadowy out- 
line of Cesario^s figure; but had he been 
nearer, h^ might indeed have heard, nay, 
he might have seen the big drops chasing 
one another down the pale cheeks of the 
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mourner, and falling like rain upon the 
tomb. But though he guessed from 
Cesario's silence that he wept, he was far 
from guessing that he himself had any 
share in such emotion. 

In truth, Cesario's proud heart was 
softened by the present scene j by his 
previous abandonment to the tenderest 
lamentations ; by the thought that he 
was about to quit his country once more ; 
and by the very forlomness of his own 
fortune. 

At such a moment, how precious would 
^ friend have been to him ! how inertim- 
tible the rdi^f of throwing himself upon 
any sympathising breast; and then suffer- 
ing his grief to burst its flood-gates, and 
pour out in lamentation and praises of the 
object lost. 

But that relief could not be ; it was a 
Cigala that invited him to confidence and 
affection ; it was the son of the inan whose 
malice or avidity had caused the d^ath of 
his father: no, it could never be^ Did 
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Giovanni speak with the t<Higue of an 
angel, he should n^ver tntn him from 
what he believed his duty — eiiniity to 
all their race. 

Suddenly steeled against the weakness 
which unmanned him but a few moments 
before, Cesario gath^ed his disturbed 
garments round him with ati air of severe 
dignity, and said, — <* I come not here, 
Signor, to be the gaze of any man \ my 
business was with the dead. — But I 
should have asked permission to have 
Entered this place, I know I should : — 
by heava^s, I could not ask it ] ■♦— yet, I 
do you ji£3tice ; and as a proof, I will ask 
of you the only &vour Cesario Adimari 
ever asked of any man.'' 

« Ask any thing — eveiy thihg !— i 
promise!" — exclaimed Giovanni, ar- 
dently presdng toiVards him. 

Cesario turned his brimming eyes down- 
ward, — ** Preserve this piece of marble 
from iiteult, or removal.'' 
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** So may I hope for mercy — so may 
I hope at length to win your — — " 

«/ Friendship," he would have added ; 
but, wresting from him the hand he had 
rashly taken, Cesario rushed from the 
chapel ; and well knowing all the garden- 
paths, soon reached the lowest terrace ; 
whence leaping into a boat that waited 
for him, be was halfway to the vessel he 
was to sail in; ere Giovanni had recovered 
from his confused amazement* 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Five months after this, Cesario Adimari 
retum6d to Genoa, one of a wretched 
remnant saved from shipwreck on the 
coast of Calabria. 

During his eventful absence, he had 
often recalled the countenance and con- 
duct of the younger Cigala ; and, in spite 
of himself, had done so with some regret 
for the hard necessity (as he falsely 
deemed it) which forbade him to indulge 
any sentiment for him less potent than 
averseness. 

Previous to the visit he paid the burial- 
place of his father, he had gone amongst 
some of the oldest cottagers, and ques- 
tioned them on the ruthless changes 
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which J he took it for granted, were mak- 
ing in this favourite habitation. 
' He had heard then,' with a mixture of 
disappointment and reluctant pleasure, 
that some improvements might be found 
on the estate, but no alterations had been 
made -in the house or gardens. Many 
had been projected by their new lord, 
but every peasant could testify that , 
Signor Giovanni had always an argument 
or a prayer in favour of the old order of 
things ; and so they reitialned. 

Not a shrub was uprooted, nor a ftmcy 
building pulled dowh, which Signor Adi- 
mari had j^nted, or built, or frequented. 

His seat under the huge cedar upon 
the upper terrace, stood there still : Sig- 
nor Giovanni would not let it go by any 
other name. And the white owl which 
had built in that cedar so many years, 
he protected even her, when he was told 
that Signor Adimari used to feed her. 

Nay, Griovanni carried this respect for 
the dead into more important concerns. 
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He distributed alms on the same days as 
had been appointed in the time pf his 
predecessor ; he procured for the servi- 
tors and labourers the same privileges 
granted by Adimari, and he observed 
the same festivals. In shorty every thing 
looked as it did formerly; and nothing 
^M missed by the. neighbouring poor, 
but the gracious countenance of their 
ancient signer, and the charming ^c 
tacle of his son's filial fondness. Poor 
Giovanni had not such a father, so to love 
and hcmour. 

> With these detaik^ making their way in 
Im heart, Cesario had gone to the tombs 
of his ancestors; and, with an. additional, 
motive for esteeming Giovanni Cigala, he 
had broken from the increasing influence 
of his presence; hadcarried its impres- 
sion with him through a fatiguing but 
prosperous speculation ; and was now re- 
turned with those recollections blunted, 
not effaced, by subsequent misfortune. 
The fruit of his toil, die foundation on 
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which he hojped to bttild future respecta- 
bility, together with the property his 
employers had risked, was destroyed* 
All had sunk in the richly^freighted ship 
with which he was returning to Genoa ; 
and at this period he was poorer and 
more desperate than when he set forth. 

Cesario landed in the gloom of a thick 
winter-fqg, which had gathered after the 
ship cast anchor. He took his way along 
the Strada Nuova, towards the house of 
a kinsman in the Pia£za delP Acqua 
Verde, where he had formerly found 
hospitality. 

In the 1 6th century, even the princi- 
pal cities of Italy were only lighted by 
tapers burning before the images of saints 
and virgins in different quarters, and by 
the lamps in the porticoes of palaces and 
public buildings. 

Thus, while one part of a street was 
glaringly illuminated, others remained in 
total darkness ; making them unpleasant 
and unsafe, tempting assassination by the 
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immediate obscifrlty into which a mur* 
derer might rush, after having found his 

, victim in the brightness of some enlight- 
ened colonnade. 

Cesario was habitually finding his way 
through streets familiar to him from in- 
fancy, scarcely sensible of their greater 
darkness; when, in passing the church 
of the Annonciata, he saw the door open, 
and guessed by the just-kindled tapers 
within, that vespers were not yet begun. 
The home of the destitute is the house 
of God : and whatever ceremonies are 
performed there, it is there the unha|^y 

, of every conditibn and every sect find 
comfort and refuge. Cesario turned into 
the church. 

No one was there, besides the two or 
three servants of the chapels^ whom he 
saw at a distance through the aisles, pre- 
paring the vessels and censors. 

The tapers before the different shrines, , 
not thoroughly lighted, threw quivering 
and fitful gleams round the immediate 
spots whereon they stood. The larger 
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branches of lights on the altar, and in 
the dottle, were not yet kindled ; so that 
but a kind of twilight filled the church : 
that sort of slowly-clearing tMolight which 
precedes the rising of the moon. 

Imperfect as objects were, Cesario ob- 
served that a chapel to the left of the 
nave was hung with mourning and boughs 
of cypress. 

He approached, and entered it. 

A bier, raised a few fe^t from the 
ground, and surrounded by gigantic 
black tapers burning in silver candela- 
bras, occupied.the vacant space before 
the altar. In that age, it was customary 
at Genoa^ as it still is at Florence, to ex- 
pose the dead for several days before they 
are buried. Cesario drew nigh to look at 
the deceased. 

It was a young man bound in grave- 
clothes, his golden hair encircled with a 
garland of narcissus : the bier he lay on 
was covered with the same pale flowers ; 
and, at the head of it, half* lost among 
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large branches of myrtl^ hUng the 
armorial l)earings of his family. 

Cesario stooped to examine the face# 
Mighty God ! he saw the features of 
Giovanni Cigala! He glanced to^ the. 
shield' above that motionless head*: it 
was the twice-crowned eagle of the 
Cigali. 

He staggered -^ he fell against , the 
steps of -the sanctuary. Stunned with 
the shock, at that moment Cesario felt 
tha^b he h^d never been able to hate 
Giovanni. 

Drawn thither, either by the exclam- 
ation that had escaped Cesario, or in the 
execntion of his duties, one ef the ser- 
vitors entered the chapeL Seeing a per- 
son leaning against the rails of the altar, 
he stopped and saict something : Cesario 
recovered himself. 

** Whose body is that ?" he asked in a 
voice full of dismay^ 

«^ The body of Signor Matteo Cigala, 
replied the man. 
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*^ Jesu be praised ! I thought it had 
been Giovanni.'* 

" " The kinsmen were much sdike,** re* 
^ turned the servitor, settling some of the 
furniture of the altar. 

" Then the Signor Giovanni is well ?** 
asked Cesario, approaching the bier again 
with ^ steadier^ step, and oontlemplating 
the face he had so pa&nfbUj mtrtaken. 

" He was at mass here, yesterday,*' 
replied the man. ** Poor gentleman ! he 
looks but thin and pale since the old 
signor died.'* 

" What! and id he alsd dead?** en- 
quired Cesario, poi?^erfully struck. 

The servitor repeated hid information, 
with the' addition of the time and circunw 
stances of the elder Cigala's death. 

Cesario no longer heard what was said; 
his mind had rushed back to the time of 
his- last return after long absence^ when 
the destroying angel had passed over his 
house, and left it desolate. There was 
. something striking in the resemblance of 
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the two periods : 'tis true> it was only a 
confused resemblance ; a similarity which 
disappeared on examination ; but, at any 
rate, it was a something that connected 
both periods and both events ; and it had 
the effect of awing Cesario's dominant 
passion into silence. 

In another place, and told to him undet 
the impression of other feelings, the news 
of Signor Cigala's death might have s6nt 
a flash of gloomy joy through his breast ; 
it might have seemed to him a just sacri- 
fice to his father's manes : libw, he pon- 
dered on it without triumph; and as he 
thought of Giovanni thin and pale as 
the servitor described, he muttered with 
a smothered sigh, " Perhaps he loved 
him!" 

The vesper bell had begun to ring 
while this conversation proceeded : seve- 
ral persons were already come in, and 
taking their places. 

Cesario hastily passed from the chapel 
of the Cigali into the body of the church j 
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and, mixing there with the rest of the 
congregation, partook of that spiritual 
refreshment which all needed, but which 
none sought vrith more earnestness than 
he. 
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CHAPTER V- 



In the business of the succeeding day, 
Cesario dissipated the most painful of 
those recollections which this incident 
had revived. He hiad to see the mer- 
chants with whom he was engaged ; to 
explain to them the circumstances of his 
shipwreck, and to produce proofs of his 
zeal and ability in the discharge of his 
ill-fated commission. 

The case was clearly mere misfortune ; 
blame fell on no one : the merchants 
were men of liberal feelings j and, hav- 
ing made up their minds to* their own 
loss, they offered Cesario the chance of 
another adventure. 

But Cesario was not formed for a life 
of plodding calculation : he had only his 
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own necessities to supply ; and he re- 
tained the prejudices of bis birth, which, 
even in a mercantile <utY, > made it xiis- 
graceful for nobility to take a personal 
share in commerce. 

Could he obtain longer indulgence 
from his father's ereditorsyhe determined 
to eitter the navy of tlie republic : there 
fdrtttfite might be more favourable to 
hiiti '- than in - the •^spbere-. o£ commercial 
j!f>ekt)lation : at all events, his poverty 
wbuld^tihien be that of a gentleman $ aod 
fronvhi^^stender pay he might annually 
set^ one: portion ^ipart for < the U<|ui^riion 
of his -^ pecuniaiy ^s^^itgemeDls. . .But 
though Cesario ofound sympathy : and 
kindaessr from- many t' his difficulties were 
ndt of a rkind to be -quickly rem<s^fed : 
the chief obstade lay in his ^ own cha- 
racter. 

Abhorrent of obligation^ because 
hidierto unoaed to- it^- he could not 
brbok^the idear of ^ extending • the . chain, 
by paying his fo&dr^ debtS/ with- money 
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lent to him by a friend. To accept 
money as *a donation, was a humiliation 
that never crossed his thoughts ; nor to 
sxich a spirit would his warmest con- 
nections have dared to offer it. It was 
galling enough for him to solicit time 
from the persons whose claims he ac- 
knowledged ; it was a sufficient victory 
over his proud independence, to bend it 
before the netressity of claiming the^hos* 
pitality of a distant , kinsman, whose 
habitation, nevertheless, had been be- 
stowed on him by the.elder Adimari. 

^ Happily, this kinsman was not a per- 
son by whom obligation is pressed with 
coarse freed<Hn : he was a man in the au- 
tumn of life, married, but childless; not 
burdened with riches, though possessing 
enough for the decent elegancies' x>f 
life. He was syndic to the senate $ and, 
9&eT the official business of the day, was 
glad to find Cesario's interesting coun- 
tenance, and varied discourse, added to 
the sober society of his elderly wife* 

13 



THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHN. 7S 

Fr€>m the momeot Cesaorio eame to i^ 
side with liiin» when dfivB& from his pa- 
ternal roof, the S3mdic had considered 
his house as his you6g kiasman's home : 
be never thoiigtit of tellmg him so, be- 
cause he consideied the thing impoGh- 
sil^le to he doubted : it wa^r the natural 
course of p%ldAa^aship ; he acted upon 
thi& worthy feding i aiad Cesario, there* 
fere, did feel at horn? ; ami believing his 
gratitude gmtuitouSj, bestowed it with 
ftiller measure. 

The Syndic, when consulted, saw no 
objection to his kinsman's choice of the 
naval service: he might rise in it to 
honour and fortune ; for his - father's 
name was still remembered with terror 
by the enemies of Genoa, and with re- 
spect by its jfriends. 

The return of Cesario* Adimad, and 
his increased distresses, were not long 
unknown to Giovanni. He heard of his 
intended application tor admissioii int^ 
the service; and stUl anxious to assist 
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bim»:he w€»it privatfiily to.4lie.t>er0oii5who 
supermtended the inaritie inib^tdiifeace 
of the Prince of Melfi, ^and obtamedlu^ 
promise to jdace the nd}le adveulweit in 
the situation most iavourafoie to tliedei* 
velopment of his capacity. 

Giovanni wouhiiiun have gone farther^, 
asnd supplied every thing necessary for 
tbe ample ^fcdpment of the new sailor ; 
but he remembered the fiery spirit he 
had to deal with, and, afraid of alarming 
its fealous delicacy, forbore to indulge 
Us own annabk wishes. 

For some indulgence, indeed, 6io- 
vainni's heart groaned. He loallied the 
cnasibersome wealth of which he was now 
the sole possessor, since part of it was 
tb^ spojl of another's inheritance. But 
how could he relieve himself from it? 
An hereditary estate regained was not his 
to restore ; there were numerous expect- 
ants of the Cigala family to challenge 
the succession ; b^des which, tjieie was 
yet a probability (and Giovanni che- 
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rished theh^) of the iiAetituce being 
heseaft^r claimed by his sister, w by^^r 
children. 

Three years had elapsed since the dis* 
iS^pearance of Amadea Cigala with: the 
Chevalier de Fronsac ; and as their fatfa^s 
»iger would not allow any extensive en- 
quirii^ to be made after h^ and her 
husband, Giovanni hc^ed that the/aeafd^ 
he was now instituting w<Mild be suc^ 
cessfttl. 

Much as he censured the acticm by 
which she had forfeited her paternal 
roof, his gentle nature found much to 
excuse in the imprudent conductof a chiiidt 
who yields to the eloquence of a ^ ycamg 
man by whom she is adomd, to avoid 
an union with one of an aiBtere di^racter 
and forbidding aspect. 
; When Giovanni embraced tibe }»nii&s- 
sion €i knighthood, his sister had: just 
attained her t^ntib year, and :£9ur yeitfa 
afterwards she . eloped wilsb tiie Che- 
valiert '3^hus be knew ber^only as an. 
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imioaetit and lovely iittte gid, whose 
caresses us^d to touchy and.<pteyftd spirits 
amuse him : but he had none of those 
extensive associations of mind and heart 
with her, ^which form the dearest bond of 
fraternal afB^tion, and which render the 
void left by its object lost, avoid never to 
befiUed! 

He therefore prosecuted his enquiries, 
rather for her sake than for his own. 

In the very thick of these cares, he 
heard, by an extraordinary chance, that 
one of Cesario ^dimari's creditors (the 
only one, be it recorded for the hoQour 
pf human nature, who had. not shown 
the most generous forbearance) wbiS de^ 
termined to arrest his{)Wson for the pay- 
ment of his.£s^ther's funeral; believing 
that by this act he should force Cesario 
to obtain the sum finbm his friends. 

Without stopping to consider the effect 
it might produce upon Cesario, Giovanni 
hastened to discharge this debt. It was 
no sooner done, than he recalled the 
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proiid aversion which Cesario had always 

shown him ; and he, therefore, made the 

persons concerned,, promise never to 

reveal the name of him who had satisfied 

them. In the midst of various tumultuous 

plans for appeasing his rapacious creditor, 

and of gloomy forbodings, that by diiii 

means he should be deprived of liberty 

and honourj Cesario was strrprised by the 

sudden withdrawal of that demand. ^ 

He went to the creditor ; he heard^ 

thai the debt was paid, but the man de* 
•clluecl satistying him^uMier. 

Instantly suspecting to whom he oxrod 
this cruel obligation, Cesario questioned 
the partners of the house again and again. 
He looked steadily in their faces, ^hile 
he deliberately tiamed several persons by 
whom it was possible this favour might 
have been thrust on him. 

At the name of Signor Oiotanni 
Cigala, he fancied their denials were 
fainter, and their looks less assured. His 

E 3 
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opinion Vas settled; his resolution taken; 
and he left them. 

When he entered the Syndic's bouse, 
Cesario went straight to his own apart- 
ment ; where, opening a small box con- 
taining the last letter and the hair of 
his father, he took out the only relic he 
preserved of that father, which had a 
value independent of its reference to 
him. , 

It was indeed a relic of great price : 
a diamond which the immortal Doria had 
1»rBBl6d frotti th6 hand of a Turkish 
prince, which he had worn constantly 
on his finger till the invasion of Afpca by 
Charles V. 

At that disastrous period, in the me- 
morable storm which scattered the Chris- 
tian fleet, and wrecked its noblest vessels 
on the Moorish coast, the ship that car- 
ried the young hero, Gianettino Doria, 
was stranded on a point of land, and m 
imminent danger of being taken by the 
enemy. 
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The galley of bisuncle thegreat Ai)drea» 
(who commanded the fleet,) was labour* 
ing against the same enraged elements } 
and though too remote to succour his- 
nephew, was near enough to perceive 
his peril, and partake his despair. 

Knowing it impossible to save their 
ship, and preferring death to daveiy^ th^ 
crew of the stranded vessel cast tbefii^ 
selves into the sea, hoping to reach 
such of the Imperial fleets as yet rode out 
the storm* 

Meanwhile the great Andrea stood 
ypon the deck of his distant galleys- 
watching the movements of his nephew 
with torturing anxiety. 

Gianettino was the only ohe who< did 
not paish at that awful moment : he was 
seen clinging to an oar which he had 
fortunately reached,' struggling for life» 
yet stiU gallantly retaining the flagi 

A boat from the admiral's ship, (manned 
with volunteers, determined to risk every 
danger in the attempt to rescue thef" 

E 4 
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nephew of their beloved chief,) though 
launched with tlie utmoBt haste, was not 
in time to meet him : exhausted* by the 
weight of the dripping banner, and the 
fatigue pf contending with the sea, he 
let go hi3 hold« and sank. 

Signpr Adimari, then a young and vi- 
gorous man, seeing the danger of his 
friend^ plunged overboard from the boat; 
and buflfetting the outrageous billows 
with the strength of enthusiastic reso- 
lution, reached the wave above which 
Gi^nettino*s bright face was raised for an 
instant, — that would have been his last 
look of this world, bad not Adimari 
grasped him by the hair. Holding his 
gallant prey with one hand, with the 
other he supported himself against the 
roaring current, until rescued by the 
boat ; whence he was transferred with 
the young hero and the banner of the 
Republic to the vessel of tb^ admiral* 

Jt was on this occasion that the vener- 
able patriot exclaimed, while clasping this 
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beloved nephew hi his arms,— ^" Heaveh 
has permitted thee to be in such extre- 
mity, only to show the world that Andrea 
Doria cm shed a tear." 

The ring Cesario now held in his 
hand, had been transferred at that 
moment from the finger of Andrea to 
that of Adimari. It was the pledge of 
their future friendship ; it was the me- 
morial of his father's intrepidity, and of 
Doria's gratitude ; it was the sacred wit- 
ness of an affection between youth and 
age in the persons of son and nephew, 
than which neither ancient n6r modern 
history hath aught superior. 

Yet this ring he must either part 
with, merely for its intrinsic value, (which 
was in truth prodigious,) and so let it 
pass into the common tide of costly or- 
naments; or he must sit down under the 
load of an obligation to a Cigala ; or he 
must do violence to his proud nature, 
and ask of the Dorias an equivalent for 

E 5 
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the Jewel) he should ofier to render back 
to their family. 

£ach of these alternatives had its mor^ 
tifications, yet of one he must make 
choice. : 

The two first he dismissed after a 
short consideiratiaa ^ the last he revolved 
several times., 

According to every received notion^ 
the Doria family certainly stood indebted 
to his father for a benefit which no pecu* 
Biary consideration could requite; any 
present, however princely, could only be 
considered a pledge of their eternal gra- 
titude J yet, since the death of the great 
Andrea, the Adimari had never sought 
or needed their favour. 

It is true, the Podestat of Corsica had 
been given to Signer Adimari by Andrea 
Dorians voluntary influence ; but it had 
been transferred from him to Signor 
Cigala after Andrea's death; and Adi* 
mari, (hastily ascribing this mortification 
to lukewarmness in liis friend's successor^^ 
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Gianettino,) silently displeased, withdrew 
from those habits of intimacy which had 
been the consequence of former obliga* 
tion. 

By thus removing himself from the 
society of the Doria family, %gnor 
Adimari occasionally faded from their 
thoughts. Gianettino, Prince of^Melfi, 
now admiral of the republic, and father 
of a numerous family, was too little on 
^ shore to spare much time for the culti- 
vation of particular friendships ; and as 
Signor Adimari mixed no longer in the 
public business of the city, he met him 
too rarely for the renewal of a right 
understanding. 

For some time previous, and subse^ 
quent to the death of his preserver, the 
admiral had been at sea ; whence he n» 
turned not till Cesario was set forth on 
his unfortunate voyage to Syria. 

Since then, the prince had made many 
affectionate enquiries after the son of his 
old friend ; and those being reported to 
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CeMrio; by the Syndic^ induced him to 
iresolve ou making the sacrifice of this 
treasured trophy to Gianettioo. 

With a swelling heart and an unsteady 
h«nd| Cesario sat down to address him as 
foUo>76 ; — 

^* TO THE PRINCE OF MELFI. 

*^ Your Highness must have heard or 
my father's death, and of the hard decree 
which occasioned it : I will not enlarge 
upon the subject of my gr^eatest grief; 
it is enough that I am strii^d of every 
thing except honour and self-respect. 

** My father left many debts behind him, 
incurred by the suit at law, and by heitvy 
losses at sea: I have done all in my 
power to cancel these debts; but my 
means fail ; and I am reduced to the 
necessity of selling the only valuable I 
possess, to get rid of a pecuniary obliga- 
tion which is peculiarly intolerable to 
me, having been forced on me by one of 
the Cigali. 
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« 

<< The valuable I allude to is the diamond 
which was given to my father in the yeaf 
1541, on the night of the l6th. I would 
not have it pass into common bands $ I 
would not sell it to save my life ; but the 
present necessity is urgent, and I offer it 
to the nephew of the great Doria for just 
so many ducats as wiU release me from 
the bondage of debt ; after that my way 
is clear, — a life, or a death of glory. 

«* CissARio Adimahi." 

Whoever has trod but a third of life's 
briary path, and has not looked ion the 
cares and calamities which obstructed 
his way as merely accidents, must often 
have been led to remark, that during this 
trying pilgrimage we are genelrally as* 
sailed in our most vulnerable part : the 
thorns pierce where our flesh is ten- 
derest ; the sorrow strikes where owt sen- 
sibility is niost acute* Whatever be the 
passion which predominates over every 
other, and makes our h<^s and fears 
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and efforts all tend towards its gratifica- 
tion, it is from that quarter the severest 
disappointinents await us« 

Thus Cesario's cherished sin was pride ; 
and successare humiliations were ordainedi 
to level that inordinate pride with the 
dust. iSometimes it was to be mortified 
by indignities ; sometimes it was to be 
vanquished by kindness ; but till the dis- 
cipline of events should finally subdue it, 
never was that intention of Providence 
undiscemible by a reflecting mind. 

Cesario remained in a state of tumultu- 
ous agitation from the time of dispatdling 
his letter till the return of his messenger: 
now he approved, and now he condemned 
the step he had taken ; alternately thought 
himself too humble, or too lofty j and 
finally groaned over the days of thought- 
less boyhood, when he knew money only 
as a medium of bounty and pleasure. 

His father's image came with bitterer 
anguish to his memory,, because that 
sacred image was connected, not only 
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With his years of enjoyment, but with 
those of independence. 

The answering billet from Prince 
Doria found him thus agitated, and still 
alone; he read its contents so rapidly, 
that he might be said to have taken them 
in at a single glance : — 

LETTER. 

" You have laid me under as great an 
obligation, signor, as that which I received 
from your noble father twenty-three years 
ago : I would not, for half my illustrious 
uncle*s fame, have had the ring you 
write of pass into any other families 
than those of Doria and Adimari. As I 
see what spirit you are of, (though I 
could wish its edge less keen,) I will not 
ofFenc} it by arguments which may here- 
afler find a. fitter season; allow me at 
present to pray only, that you wiU esti- 
mate the jewel at whatever value you 
please, and suffer me to consider it as a 
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mere deposit for you, or your heirs/ to 
claim at some future day. 

" My treasurer, by whom I send this 
letter, will take charge of the ring, and 
give you an order upon the bank of 
St. George for whatever sum you may 
choose to receive. 

" That affair settled, I shall claim the 
privilege of your late father's grateful 
friend, and hope in that character to be 
allowed the gratification of forwarding 
you in the military life it seems you are 
on the point of embracing. 

(Signed,) Gianettino Dokia, 

Prince of Melfi.'* 

Cesario read this letter several times, 
as if he could not sufficiently take in all 
its generous meaning \ but it soothed a 
proud heart, rankling with former wounds, 
and it threw over his dark fortunes the 
first beam of light which had brightened 
them for many months. 
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Yet when he summoned the Prince's 
treasurer, after long delay, it was with 
difficulty he preserved that command 
over himself which is so necessary for 
dignity. 

A countenance all movement and ex- 
pression ; speaking eyes, which involun- 
tarily sought the looks of those he con- 
versed with ; and a cheek that alter- 
nately took the hue of all his emotions, 
were not features to be trusted when 
propriety demanded an appearance of 

tT5irirminifv. W^ •^^fcwft.o^l lioatilv .A-ci»«ir> 

•/ 

just adequate for his honourable pur- 
poses J and consigning the ring to the 
treasurer, with a short billet for the 
Prince, took the order on the bank, and 
dismissed his visitant* 
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It was then that Cesario's freed heart 
sprang Jback with the violence of It bow 
long bent; the passions of suffering 
pride, of self-pity, of struggling inclina- 
tion and of prejudice, of gratitude and 

reviving hopS, mingled their torrents 
down his cheeks ; and in that solitary 
hour, all the pleasures, the pains, the 
hardships and the enjoyments, the pos- 
sessions and the privations of his former 
life, were crowded by memory. 

To the natives of colder regions, these 
sudden abandonments to every passioii 
of the instant, may appear unmanly ; but 
nature varies human character as infi- 
nitely as she does the modes of animal 
and vegetable existence ; and amongst 
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our southern neighbours, every feeling 
assumes such a character of vivacity, that 
it is no more susceptible of concealment 
than the lineaments of the face are ca- 
pable of alteration. These franker people 
attach no shame to the display of a passion 
which is not in itself, or by its direction, 
criminal ; they are ignorant of characters 
like that of the English, whose heart's 
workings are kept from sight with as 
much jealousy as a Turkish husband 
guards his Haram ; where the profoundest 

SShsibiKtieS 4f e habitually repressed, and 
a surface of ice spread over a soil of fire. 
In addition to this character of coun- 
try, Cesario was further privileged by 
the manner of the age he lived in ; it 
was an, age of stormy revolution, perils 
and change knocked at the gates of all 
the Italian states; and in a country 
where every thing increased the spirit <tf 
party, and each individual attached him- 
self to a favourite leader or kinsman, the 



92 THE KNIOHT -OF ST. JOHN. 

vicissitudes, even of the humblest station, 
were singularly striking. 

Thus, strong passionjs were kept in 
constant action ; aversions and attach- 
ments were strengthened by injuries and 
obligations of more than ordinary pro- 
portions ; andthe human soul, disdaining 
mere pleasures for the game of life, de- 
manded the agitation of powerftil affec- 
tions and the stake of happiness. 

Thus, the times of which we s|)eak 
were as fruitful in heroic actions as in 
great criin^S I Iwd if they chronicled the 
horrid act of one brother tearing out the 
eyes of another, they opposed to it the 
beautiful instance of a son expiring of 
grief at sight of his father's tomb. 

Cesario Adimari had all that vigour of 
passion which makes character either 
formidable or admirable, as that passion 
is used; and he was now at that mo- 
mentous period of life when the character 
receives its iinal direction towards good 
or evil : that even period between youth 
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aud manhood, in which the soul takes a 
steady survey of its own prospects and 
powers, and strikes at once into the dark 
road of* selfishness, or the bright track of 
heroism. 

On the intunacies he should now cul- 
tivate, and the habits he should now 
form, much of his future fate must de- 
pend. He felt this: and while he re- 
joiced to re-.enter the Hoble circle of the 
Doiia, ikmily, he almost grieved to think 
that Giovanni Cigala, whose gentleness 
attracted, and whose goodness would have 
aittached him^ was the only living being 
whom it would be impious for him to 
cherish in friendship. 

Firmly persuaded that the mcure diffi*- 
cult it was for him to shun and to abhor 
this amiable enemy, the greater was the 
sacrifice to fili^ duty, he lost no time in 
ridding himself of unsought obligation. 
For this purpose he sought Giovanni at 
his. house in the Strada Lomellino. 
He was gone into the country. 
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, "To Campo Marone or tp Ncrvi?'' 
*^ To NervL'' Even there Ceiario had 
the resolution to seek him. 

Giovanni was walking up and down a 
winter-walk, open to the sun and the 
prospects of the south, when he was told 
that young Signor Adimari waited him 
in the house. *' Did I hear you rightily ?•* 
asked Giovanni, astonished. The servant 
repeated his information: then, quickly 
guessing the business of his haughty 
countrytnan, Giovanni hastened to find 
him. 

Ten minutes' iTolitude in a room where 
the happiest part of his life had been 
chiefly spent, assisted Cesario to smother 
such of his peculiar feelings toiYsu:^^ the 
generosity of Giovanni, as he now doubly 
deemed it his duty not to show ; for these 
ten minutes of racking remembrance 
made a heavy addition to the resentn^ent 
he bore the race of Cigala. 

His eye and his st€;p had more than 
their usual haughtiness when he ail- 

15 
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vanced to meet GfovaHni :^" Yoii guess 
my bu^^ess, ^l^^or Cigala/^ Ce- 

sario; and he emj^hasized that name, as 
if he meant to S>rtify his resolution by 
its sound. 

i- ** Any business is welcome which gives 
me the satisfaction of seeing you,'* re- 
plied Giovanni, purposely evading the 
question. 

Cesario fixed his eyes on him -^ fixed 
them somewhat severely : — " I must not 
expect you. signor. to confess, unques- 
tioned, a transaction which you have 
Uiken such pains to conceal ; but I do 
e!xpect from you a direct answer to this 
question : — Is it to you I am indebted for 

the payment of ?'* and he named 

the debt. 

GiQvanni did not speak : only a deeper 
red coloured his cheek. That gene- 
rous glow, that dignified sflence, smote 
Cesario; and rapidly changing, not 
merely in voice, but in look, he added, 
" I thstnk you for your amiable intentions. 
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Bignor : it is all I can ever bring myself 
to thank a Cigala for. Your silence wants 
no interpreter : again I thank y©u." He 
laid a heavy purse upon the table as he 
spoke, and took up his hat. 

** Unkind !*' exclaimed Giovanni, with 
unusual vehemence. 

" Ungrateful ! perhaps you mean P^*^ 
sstid Cesario, darting on him an eye of 
fire. *< But when favours are thus forced 
on us, by hands we abhor, what have we 
to do with gratitude ? Be this the last 
time that my feelings are thus outraged : 
-— Signor, it must be the last;'* 

^* I have mistaken your character,** 
said Giovanni, drawing back witfc an air 
of chagrin and self respect. " I fancied 
it accessible to all kindly emotions : but 
it must have been ' no ! . it cou]4 not 
have been pride that looked so noble to 
me under the semblance of filial piety !** 
The just indignation with which this 
speech began^ and the sudden return to 
generous inference with which it ended. 
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made Cesario blush : " What i& it you 
would wring from me ?'* he asked» in a 
relenting tone. 

" Some show of that common good- 
will with which mail looks on man/* re- 
plied Giovanni. " I could ill support 
this frightful outlawry from any one of 
my fellow-creatures, nmch less from 
you.** 

" And why less from me than. from 
another?** asked Cesario^ turning away 
his eyes. 

" Do not these walls answer you ?** 
said Giovanni, in a low voice. 

** Yes, they do answer me!** exclaimed 
the kindling Cesario. " They speak to 
me with a hundred tongues ! — that spot, 
whereon my father used to stand — those 
trees, which I see from this window, and 
which his hand planted — yonder dismal 
pile, where his sacred ashes rest without a 
monument, — all speak, and bid me ^ * 
Cesario stopped, suddenly, struck with a 
recollection of the promise he had sought 

VOL. I. F 
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from Giovanni at their meeting in the 
chapel. Vanquished by that recoUectiott^ 
he sunk upon a seat, burying his face in 
his hands. 

Giovanni guessed hif^ thoughts^ but 
forbore to give his own, utterance. 

After a long silence, Cesario rose. 
<^ Blame our fate, Cigala,^ he said, with 
penetrating pathos, << it is that which 
has made us enemies. I should have 
been your friend, your grateful friend, 
had you been the son of another man ; 
but as it is, my father's shade would rise 
and curse me, were I to trust myself 
longer within the powerful influence of 
your character." 

Again Cesario escaped from the eager 
grasp of Giovanni's hsmd, just as he had 
again excited the hope of future amity j- 
and again Giovanni saw his kind exer- 
tipns baffled, his benevolence spurned; 
and was left to contemplate all that he 
possessed in the luxuriant scene around 
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hitiiy only as the abundant fuel of a never- 
ceasing remorse. * 

Cesario's next duty was to visit the 
Palazzo Doria, and acknowledge the 
friendship of its princely master: but 
agitated by the past scene, and unwilling 
to present himself in suclr a tremor of 
spirit, instead of proceeding through the 
city, he turned aside towards that quar- 
ter where the Albergo now stands ; seek- 
ing to tranquillise himself" among the 
solitary groves which then occupied the 
present site of that building. 

His retirement was, however, soon in- 
vaded. Scarcely had he attained the 
level of the hill, when he heard the 
tinkling of falcons^ bells, mingled with 
the agreeable tumult of animated con- 
versation and the prancing, of steeds : 
the next moment he espied a party re- 
turning from hawking. 

Cavaliers and ladies, falconers and 
pag^s, were mixed together in pleasing 
confusion. The gay colours of their dif- 

F 2 
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ferent habits, the feathers on the heads 
of the ladies* palfreys, and the fancifld 
hoods of the birds, made an amusing 
picture ; and Cesario, in another mood, 
might have paused to look at it. He 
would now have struck into a side path,, 
had not his attention been momentarily 
caught by an object, singular at that 
period -^ a little open car drawn by four 
Neapolitan horses. 

Seen from a short distance, these ele- 
gant animals appeared hardly larger than 
greyhounds : they wore silver collars, 
through which passed reins of azure silk ; 
and were guided by a young creature, 
whose slight form happily harmonised 
with the fantastic character of her car- 
riage. 

^She was standing, less from skill than 
from exuberant spirits : as she passed^ 
the 'wind, ruffling her light garments, be- 
trayed the ancle of an Atalanta, and 
kindled the colours of Aurora upon her 
cheek. Half-laughing, half-fearful, she 
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held the reins, contending against the 
rough blast and the spirited action of her 
horses. 

In the act of passing Cesario, the wind 
blew off her thin scarf; he caught it ; 
returned it to her, bowed, received a 
gracious , glance from a pair of bright 
blue eyes, and went on. 

A second afterwards, he turned round 
to observe whether so careless and skill- 
less a driver proceeded safely. Her 
horses were still checked, and she was 
standing looking back* after him : he 
lifted his hat again, but he staid not ; 
his head and heart were full of other 
things ; and leaving the sprightly caval- 
cade to their mirth, and the lady to her 
meditations, he proceeded on his cir- 
cuitous way to the Palazzo Doria. 

None but emotions of the most plea- 
surable sort awaited him there. 

The* prince received him cordially; 
entered with interest into his' concerns, 
and frankly discussed the subject upon 

F 3 
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which the elder Adimari had withdrawn 

« 

from his society. 

From this discussion, it was manifest 
to Cesario> that his father had greatly 
overrated the prince's influence. From 
amiable unwillingness to dwell upon 
what pained him in human character, and 
having abstained ftx>m investigatkig the 
aifair^ lest what was then only suspicion, 
should be made certainty, Signor Adimari 
had Idst the opportunity of discovering 
bis own error. 

It was evident, that Gianettino^s iB» 
terest had been exerted to the utmost ; 
and that he in his turn, hurt at <* having 
Ills good, evil thought of,'* had recedeij 
like his friend. 

This explanation not only convinced 
Cesario of the Doria*s sincerity, but fur- 
ther unveiled to him the indefatigable 
intrigues of the jslder Cigala: he was 
therefore less disposed than ever to enter 
into a league of amity with his son ; and 
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less tenacious than heretofore, in accept- 
ing the friendship of Dona. 

Frankness was natural to Cesario : 
there were now no resentments, nor pride 
to bar its way : he became easy and com* 
pAunicative ; first giving Doria a sum*^ 
mary of his past history; then explaining 
to him his views and wishes for the 
future. 

With far more of the artless sailor in 
him, than of the discerning statesman^ 
Prince Doria did not penetrate the re- 
cesses of Cesario's character j he saw him 
only such as he appeared at that moment ; 
avowedly jealous of obligation, and bent 
upon laying the first stone of his owh 
fortunes. 

Indeed Cesario deprecated any further 
favour from this distinguished friend, than 
that of placing him in his sinp, and ait 
vancing him in proportion to his deserts. 
Subsistence and honour were all he co- 
veted ; he therefore sought nothing foe- 
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yond the admiraPs protection from ne- 
glect or envy. 

When Gesario sincerely protested, that 
common pleasures were indifferent to him ; 
and that he disdained the mere trappings 
of wealth, however glittering, Doria 
smiled at such philosophic austerity in a 
man of twenty-four, while he praised his 
spirit for spurning favours from theCigali. 

Acloserobserverwould have discovered 
in the vehemient eloquence of Cesario, 
while describing his griefs, his resentments, 
and his scorn of life's minor enjoyments^ 
that dangerous excess of sensibility which 
sooner or later must find its object ; and 
which was even now vibrating between a 
yearning towards Giovanni Cigala, and 
that pride which bid him shun, and that 
erroneous piety which bid him hate the 
m^h whose father had beggared his. 

Cesario would not have been displeased, 
had Prince Doria combatted his resolu- 
tion of avoiding Giovanni: but as the 
prince did not do so, he concluded that 
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the resolution was a right one ; and that 
if- he should ever swerve from it, the 
weakness would digrace him. In fact, 
the Genoese hero, hurried away by Ce- 
sario^s impetuous oratory, mistook pas- 
sion's torrent for the force of truth j 
simply because it swept his juagment 
along with it. He saw clearly, that Ce* 
sario would not accept the least assist- 
ance from Giovanni Cigala ; therefore, to 
urge them into intimacy, would be doing 
needless violence to the former's filial 
principles. 

The prince knew very little of the per- 
son in question: for since Giovanni's 
return from Malta, Doria was divided 
between public duties aipd the anxieties 
of a large family j some of whom vexed 
his heart, and embarrassed his finances. 

The prince was consequently unable 
to estimate the moral advantage which 
his young friend might reap from such an 
intimacy; -as little did he suspect that 
Cesario's inclination was at war with his 
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principles, (at least with thos^ powerful 
passicHis which he mistook for principles;) 
and that, almost unconsciously, he waited 
only the sanction of another, to break 
the bonds of his ardent nature, and let it 
spring forth to meet that of Giovanni 
with noble rivalry of confidence. 

Unable to fathom the depths of that 
profound sensibility, of which he saw but 
the agitated surface, Doria believed there 
would be neither utility nor good man* 
ners in attempting to argue Cesario out 
of resolutions, which, however, over- 
strained, were honourable, and he con- 
cluded agreeable to his feelings: he 
therefore forebore to discuss the subject. 

Having settled the mode and the pe- 
riod, in which Cesario*s services would 
be required, Doria invited him to join his 
domestic circle ; where, in a numerous 
family consisting of young men and^woh 
men, all unbroken in health, hopes, and 
hilarity, Cesario's wintry humour warmed 
into a social glow. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

jProm this auspicious day, his fortune 
appeared to return : the Palazzo Doria 
wa« ever open to him ; and though its 
master had not much time to bestow on 
the concerns of any one unconnected with 
his own family, Cesario never found him 
C(^d to his communication, nor luke- 
warm in his exertions. 

An expedition was fitting out in the 
porte of Genoa, of which Doria was to 
take the command ; and having appointed 
Cesario to his own ship, he exhorted him 
to employ the intermediate time in study- 
ing the principles of a profession, which 
required science united with valour in its 
' . votaries. 

F & 



108 THE KNIGHT OF fiT.JOHN. 

At that age when the spirit of adven- 
ture begins to dawn iii the youthful 
mind, Cesario, in common with other 
boys, delighted in reading voyages, and 
listening to his father's narratives of na- 
val exploits: since then, his own expe- 
rience had given him some insight into 
navigation. Nature had bestowed on 
him the materials of military superi- 
ority ; and as all of naval tactics then 
known, was principally the fruit of the 
great Doria's genius, his nephew's^ in- 
structions were nearly all-sufficient. 

The prospect of activity, and peril, and 
distinction, roused the soul of Cesario. 
To the bitterness of grief, with which 
he had mourned the loss of his father, 
succeeded the animating belief that his 
sacred shade witnessed his present -ex- 
ertions, and woidd brighten in his fu- 
' ture fame. He had shaken oflF the load 
.of debt; he was free from any galling 
obligation, and though now bu,t a child 
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of fortune, he had conquered for himself 
respect from all with whom he mingled. 

This change of circumstances, by re- 
storing to him the conscious dignity of 
independence, completely changed his 
appearance. It was no longer necessary 
for him to flash a threatening spirit in 
the eyes of the world, and to show, by 
a frowning brow, that immediate venge- 
ance would follow insult. He was 
still noble ; he was again free (for debt 
is slavery) ; and, with that conscious- 
ness, he became kindly, indulgent, and 
amiable. 

Like all other expeditions, that of the 
republic was delayed from week to week : 
its object was co-opefation with the . 
troops and fleet of Spain, which were 
then slowly collecting for the purpose of 
regaining the rock and fortress of el penon 
de Velez. ' 

This fortress, situated close to the 
African coast, and once in the possession 
of a Christian power, at th^.t ^ time ef- 
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fectually bridled the insolence of the 
corsairs ; but it was now in the hands of 
the Moors, and every Christian state be- 
came interested in its reduction. 

An expedition against this place had 
the best chance of success, if undertaken 
whi^n the prospect of intercepting the 
galleons in their return from the new 
world should have carried out the ene- 
my's cruizers. It wsts therefore agreed^ 
that, immediately on this event, the 
Spanish commanders should issue forth 
for Penon de Velez, while Prince Doria 
with the Genoese galleys should follow, 
and destroy the pirates, -or af least 
render their return to succour the fort- 
ress doubtful, if not impossible. 

Upon tidings of the India ships, and 
the appearance of the pirates, depended 
the departure of the fleet : Cesario was 
consequently forced to wait in Genoa, 
till his burning desire of quitting it was 
nearly destroyed by new hopes and new 
inclinations. 



THE KKIGHT OF ST. J^HH* IH 

Marco Dona, one of his noble friend's 
younger son's, had lately returned from 
Ravelling in foreign countries ; and be^ 
ing of an amusing, kindly character, had 
first pleased, and then almost attached 
Cesario. 

Theife was a sort of good-humoured 
caprice about Marco, which served to 
give his society that piquancy, without 
which common pleasures had no relish 
for Cesario; and, as that caprice was 
never directed upon him, -this liking was 
the more flattering. 

In fact, Marco's caprices were rather 
those of humour than of heart;, and 
were oftener affected than real. , At first 
they had been purely natural j but now, 
from indulgence, and from seeing their 
effect in procuring him the privileges of 
a character, he rather fostered than 
sought to weed them out. 

By turns Cesario smiled at, and re- 
proved, and smiled again on the. fantastic 
moods which made Marco, in the course 
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of a single day, alternately a cynic, a 
sybarite, a devotee, and a hero. His 
brave father, often heart- wrung by the 
shameful irregularities of an elder son« 
and the profuse expenditure of another, 
had no anger to waste upon venial fol- 
lies ; so that if Marco appeared in the 
morning with the look and the dress of 
a philosopher, and at night with the 
tinsel and talk of a coxcomb, he simply 
shook his head, muttered " Foolish boy!** 
and bade Cesario teach him to act and 
look like a man. 

Dividing his time between professional 
studies aiid occasional recreation, Cesario 
, passed from the, grave abode of the syn- 
dic -to the sprightlier Palazzo Doria ; 
seldom frequenting other houses, there- 
fore rarely thrown in the way of Giovanni 
Cigala. 

The retired habits and peaceful pur- 
suits of the latter tended to remove 
them from each other ^ but at times they 
met at mass, or at public festivities^ or in 
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the streets ; and whenever they did so, 
Giovanni carried the idea of Cesario 
back with him to his solitary home ; and 
Cesario was rendered thoughtful for the 
remainder of the day. 

Giovanni sought him no longer 5 but 
the expression of countenance with which 
he retiimed the passing salute of Cesario^ 
convinced the latter that he must attri- 
bute this change to delicacy, not to in- 
difierence j and that, as he had found 
ifriendship and the means of honourable 
subsistence from other than the generous 
son of his fkther's enemy, he need ap- 
prehend no further intrusion from the 
man who had sought him on purely be- 
nevolent principles. 

• There were moments when Cesario 
felt tempted to stop Giovannis as they 
met, and proffer that acquaintance which 
could no longer receive an interpretation 
wounding to jealous pride. But still 
one feeling interposed, one feeling was 
unappeased— -the remembrance of his 
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father, "done to death'* by the elder 
Cigala. 

At this recollection the kindljr glow 
left his heart, and he would pass quickly 
by, with an averted head. Giovanni 
failed not to remark these repelling looks^ 
and was at length unwillingly ccmvinced^ 
that he and Cesario Adimari were indeed 
not fated to knit the knot of amity. True 
to his habitual confidence in the wisdom 
of Heaven, he reconciled himself under 
the disappointment^ and turned his sym^- 
pathy into another channel. 

The task is not hard, when our ima- 
gination ,has been the source of the 
baffled affection : Giovanni lived to feel 
the difference between such an afiection, 
when but a courted inclination, and when 
worked into the soul by time and trial-— 
when become part of its being, and 
cruelly torn thence by ungrateful vio- 
lence. 

Hitherto he had seen only the inter- 
esting and agitating psuts of Cesario's 
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character : chance gave him an opportu- 
nity of observing how enchantingly that 
character was varied, and how capable it 
was of difiusing all the charms of mind 
over social intercourse. 

He went by merer accident one even- 
ing to a conversazioni. A numerous 
party was assembled when he entered j 
it was broken into detached sets : and in 
one of those he discovered Cesario. In 
the instant of making this discovery^ 
Giovanni withdrew himself as much as 
possible from observation. 

He then remarked, that the persons 
by whom Cesario was encircled were ^k^ 
actly those most distinguished by that 
eloquent talent de societe which illumi^ 
nates the dullest subject, and bestows 
nearly absolute power upon the posi^ssor. 
These persons were evidently absorbed 
by the superior eloquence of Cesario. 

As Giovanni continued, steadily to 
watch his movements, he conceived not 
how the same man could look so different. 
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yet leave no doubt of his identity. The 
darknes^ of despair, and the fierceness 
of irritated pride, were vanished from 
that singularly-beautiful face ; all there 
was openness,^ and hilarity, and bright* 
ness. Wherever Cesario's eyes rested, 
they rested with an expression at once 
sweet, inviting, and kindly: he stniled 
frequently; and he smiled like dne 
who njsiither distrusts nor dreads any of 
the persons around him; like oile who 
sees that he is admired, and listened to 
with pleasure, and whom that convic- 
tion only renders more inclined to like 

* 

and admire in return. 

The animation of his gestures, joined 
to the interesting variety of his counte- 
nance, but, above all, the deep atten- 
tion of those about him, left Giovanni 
without a doubt that he was detailing 
some remarkable adventure, or enforcing 
some fav6urite opinion. What magic 
must there be in his eloquence, thus to 
rivet so many eyes and thoughts upon 
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him alone ; thus to charm even Envy it- 
self into admiration! How did Gio- 
vanni wish that he, too, might have be- 
come a listener! — but, fearful of disturb- 
ing that happy flow of soul, and reluctr 
ant to overshadow that brilliant sunshine, 
he kept aloof for some time, and at last 
quitted the assembly. 

If Giovanni afterwards recalled the 
scene of this evening, and thought on it 
with regret, that he must never hope to 
enjoy the intimacy, and share in the feel- 
ings of one so liberally endowed by na- 
ture, he consoled himself by believing 
that Cesario had, at least, regained his 
original capacity of happiness, and was 
entering a career which might lead to 
fortune. 

Though Giovanni^s character was 
deeply tinctured with romance, it was 
not that blameable romance which de- 
taches the mind from its legitimate ob- 
jects of interest, and weds it to some 
hopeless or useless attachment: he saw 
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Cesario no longer destitute and desdate ; 
he turned, therefore, from contemplating 
his situation to active duties and dearer 
interests. In a very short time he be-, 
came entirely engrossed by the wish of 
discovering his sister. 
' From the relatives of the Chevalier 
de Fronsac, to whom he wrote with a 
fraternal anxiety which opened their 
hearts in return, he learned, that, shortly 
^er her marriage, she accompanied her 
husband to Naples, whither he was car- 
ried by an unsettled humour ; that they 
had continued there some time, then 
passed into Sicily, whence, after another 
sojourn of a few months, they had em- 
barked for Marseilles, with the purpose 
pf returning to settle in France, 

But ere they had gone a third of their 
voyage, the Chevalier, with his usual 
fickleness, landed at one of the Papal 
ports, intending to cross Italy into France. 
From that period (now more than two 
years), no tidings had been heard either 
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of him, his wife, or their domestics. So, 
whether they had re-embarked in some 
other vessel, and perished by shipwreck ; 
whether they had been robbed and mur* 
dered by banditti, or were livings for 
gome unaccountable reason,. in voluntary 
privacy, the family of De Fronsac knew 
not. 

The chateau of the Chevalier was now 
occupied by a cousiuj the legal heir ; and 
his mother was retired intp a religioua 
house* 

From this account it seemed too pro-. 
I^ble that Madame de Fronsac and her 
husband had perished at sea : for it was 
unlikely that not one of their domestics 
should have escaped, if their fate had 
been to fall amongst robbers ; still less 
likely, if they were dwelling in any other 
part of Europe, thatnot one should quit 
ihem, and return to his native country. 

Giovanni sometimes feared it was a 
forlorn hope tp seek further; yet he 
could not rest satisfied, until }ie went to 
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Ostia, the port where the Sicilian ship 
had landed them, and where it seemed 
just possible that his personal enquiries 
might elicit some new light, and lead to 
the discovery of his sister's fate. 

He had projects for his future life, 
which he would not realise till this im- 
portant point should be cleared ; at least 
till the death of his imprudent sister, and 
the extinction of her race, should amount 
to certainty. 

Leaving his property under the care of 
a relation, he therefore quitted Genoa, 
hopeless of success, though resolute to 
attempt it. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

I 

\Yhile Giovanni was pursuing bis jour- 
tiey among the Maritime Alps, cahnljr 
surveying the more important path of lijfe 
which lay before him, and revolving 
wbeth^ he were to tread it singly, or eur 
circled by domestic ties, Cesario Adimari 
was rapidly losing the gloomy i^rosgeo 
tion of past sorrows in the hopes and 
fears of new attachments. 

<< I am going to the Balazzo Rosso,'^ 
said Marco Dona, one morning entering 
Cesario's apartment at the Syndic's \ ^^do 
accompany me, Adimari ; I require some 
one to divide with me the toil of listen* 
ing to a little coquette in the bud ; for her 
arts are not full<^blown yet ; and I know 
3rou love me wdl enough, to be that self* 
devoted victim.*' 

VOL. I. a 
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Cesario smiled at the affected languor 
with which his friend spoke* He re« 
minded him, how often they had heard 
the Signora Brignoletti spoken of in terms 
of rapture ; and requested to know what 
his objections could be against one so 
generally admired. 

Marco was in a wrangling mood : he 
quarrelled with the lady's beauties and 
accomplishments ; he proved, that every 
one of her graces and merits was neutra^ 
Used by some opposite quality of mind 
or person. 

True, $be was gifted with the talent 
of chaunting extempore verses ; and when 
she opened her mouth, ** music dwelt 
within that coral cave;'' but then she 
was scarcely seventeen, and at that age 
shamefacedness was worth all the genius 
of a Sappho. 

She talked well upon every subject ; 
for if she knew nothing of them, she 
nevertheless uttered the most ingenious 
fancies^ or the most amusing absurditi^ 
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without hesitatioii ; yet, after all, was not 
a woman's virtue, ignorance? her best 
grace, silence? 

Then her person-^ it was indeed a 
glow of youth and health ; but it was too 
glowing: she reminded a poetical ob- 
server of a peach rather than a rose j 
and that was high treason against the 
delicate character of female beauty. - 
' She was said to have the very prettiest 
feet and ankles imaginable : but if beauty 
is but the harmonious adaptation of parts 
to the particular end for which they are 
destined, if it be simply utility, then 
Beatrice's pretty feet must be ugly, be- 
cause they were too small to support her. 
Cesario interrupted this solemn non- 
sense with a sudden burst of laughter : 
not a whit discouraged, Marco went on 
with the gravity of a Seneca, to rail at his 
cousin's singularly bright eyes and white 
teeth. He maintained that both were 
detestable. 
« They injure my sight!" he said, 
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« I hate ti& glmng objects ; so I always 
afvoid white teeth, snow, diamcMids, and 
bright eyes* But come-* since I must 
&ce these horrors to-day, by the saints 
yoii shall confront them with me,'* 

Cesario yielded to his impelling arm, 
%B be concluded this tirade, and they 
went fourth together. 

And what, in sober truth, was the 
Uroman thus described by the whimsical 
mood of her cou^n? 

With youth, latching from the bhie^ 
heaven of her eyes; a complexion, indeed, 
l&e the sunny side of a peach ; and chisv 
tering hair, of ardent brown ; Beatrice 
Brignoletti was charming in defiance of 
rule. Her springing steps was marked 
by a volatile grace, something between 
walking and dancing ; in another person 
it might have been mistaken for ailfect* 
atioB, but in her, it was the natural ex* 
prtssion of that jocund spirit which looked 
forth from her eyes, her lips, her diedk. 
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her flying tresses, nay, "at every act and 
motion of h» body/* 

The same jocund spirit made her rash 
and fearless, and discourseiul even in 
large societies ; and more judicious men 
than Marco Doria might have agreed 
with him in asking for something more of 
timidity in an inexperienced girl. But 
at seventeen, with all her genius, Beatrice 
was as much of a child in her love of 
amusement, her eagerness in the pursuit 
of whatever tempted her whim or her 
heart, and her utter disregard of whsit 
other people thought #f her conduct, as 
when she used to cry for a- doB, or 
trample over a part^re in ehase at a 
butterfly. 

As amusing, as caresi»ng, as endearing 
M a child, ^e was usually fudged with 
ihe same indulgence ; and J ndAer t!ie 
saddest humour could resist the flash of 
her smile, nor the coldest heart her 

glance of brief sensibility, there were not 

* OK 
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many pers<His courageous endugh to teH 
her, nor wise enough to tell themselves^ 
that her exuberant gaiety hovered on the 
verge of freedom. 

An heiress, and an only child, Beatrice 
was left solely to the guardianship of a 
mother, who had " thrown herself into 
devotion,*' as the French call it; and 
who, without power or perhaps inclina- 
tion to shut out the heathenish world 
from the Palazzo Rosso, presided at her 
assemblies with a visage that would not 
have disgraced Medusa. 

Although the Dorias called the pretty 
heiress cousin, their relationship was very 
distant ; and had far less^ share in binding 
the families together, than their mutual 
desire of a nearer connection^ 

The Marchesa Brignoletti wished her 
da)ighter to marry the heir of the Doria 
honours; and the young man himself* left 
no assiduity untried which might win the 
heart of his mistress : but thei heart is 
sometimes very provoking, and though 
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that of Beatrice was certainly given to 
*• the melting mood," it melted not before 
the many sighs of this admirer. 

Report whispered, that Cynthio Doria 
was refused, because another Genoese, of 
nearly equal rank, was handsomer, and 
not so much in love, as to make love 
aukwardly: be that as it may, Cynthio 
was silenced for ever j his rumoured rival 
thrown aside j and the lady^s favour en- 
grossed by a young Sardinian, who had 
followed her from Turin, and seemed 
likely to carry off the prize. 

All this, and much more of private 
annals did Marco Doria impart to his 
companion, as they took their way along 
the Strada Nuova, to the Palazza Rosso. 
' It was one of those golden mornings 
known only to Italy ; a refreshing breeze, 
blowing off the sea, tempered the hot 
-sun : the air, the exercise, the quickening 
influence of animated conversation, had 
given to the fine person of Cesario its 
full lustre, and, as his friend presented 
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him, he received one of Signora Beittiice'ji 
brightest eye-beams. Thcire needed not 
her musical shriek of recognition to in- 
form him that he saw in her the pretty 
charioteer whose scarf he had picked up 
several weeks ago* She seemed en- 
chanted with the opportunity of thank^ 
ing him for his gallantry; and said so 
much more upon the subject than such a 
trifling civility required, that Cesario 
could not help recalling one of Marco's 
exclamations about her— " How she will 
talk !'' He smikd, bowed, complimented 
her in return ; then, directing his atten- 
tion, as he believed right, to the Mar-* 
chesa, left Beatrice to his friend* 

With that voluble vivacity which Marco 
Doria had exaggerated, Beatrice b^an 
to rally him on the doleful seriousness of 
his deportment; to contrast him with the 
sprightly Frenchmen and ardent Savoy- 
ards at the court of Turin ; to beg the 
history of his travels^ and to give him 
that of her own. Thence she flew off 
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tp a repetition of their atnicable disputes 
and artless sports in childhood, which she 
coloured so magically by a pretty mix- 
ture of sentiment and gaiety, that Ceisa- 
rio's attention was irresistibly attracted^ 
while he wondered at the obstinately^n- 
di£ferent mood of his companion. 

<< O you must come and worship my 
doves/' exclaimed Beatrice, suddenly 
starting up, << if you wish to see just 
such feathers as Cupid is plumed with, or 
perhaps his arrows winged with ; come 
with me to my aviary." 

<< I had rather make atquaintance 
with a sensible-looking owl,'' replied 
MarcOy forcing a yaWn. 

^< That ungracious speech, and th^ 
mirror beside you, are so tempting for a 
bad jest!" returned Beatrice; << but u 
/ am no owl-fancier, prithee remain whi^re 
you are. Signer Adimari, you will coiMi 
with me?" 

There was no resisting the pretty 
plaintive tone of childish disappointment 
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with which this was said ; Cesario rose^ 
and approached the door she was opening;^ 

" Where are you going, Beatrice?** 
asked her mother, in a tone of displea- 
sure. 

", Into the air with the birds, mamma,** 
replied the gay creature, vanishing as 
she spoke. 

Cesario followed her out into an aerial 
garden, formed by an extensive platform, 
supported on a range of marble arcades j 
it wa^ diversified by parterres of the 
choicest flowers and bowers of shrubs. 
There the pomegranate, wedded to the 
heliotrope and yellow rose, hung its 
blushing garlands through the openings 
of gilded trellices, and strewed the path 
witli varied blossoms : at the extremity 
of the platform, shaded from the sun by 
rose-acacias, and sprinkled by the waters 
of a fountain from below, (the sparkling 
showers of which rose as high as this 
fantastic garden,) stood the aviary. 

Beatrice rap to call out her doves^ and 
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as she placed them alternately in the 
hands of Cesario, descanting on their 
beauty,, her own charms of complexion 
and animation could not pass unnoticed. 

From the beauty of the birds, their 
conversation turned upon beauty in the 
hum^n species : Beatrice avowed her ad- 
miration of it with indiscreet ardour ; and 
having warmly praised a head of the 
war-angel, by Michael Angelo, at Turin, 
as her idea of perfect manly beauty, she 
met Cesario's eyes while hers were ad- 
miringly rivetted on his figure \ and for- 
getting what it implied, she uttered, in 
the confusion of that detection, some- 
thing about his strong resemblance to 
this picture. 

The words were no sooner escaped, 
thai! she blushed like vermilion j Cesario 
coloured too; neither of them spoke, 
till Beatrice, fairly overcome with shame, 
flew back into the room where her mother 
sat, leaving Cesario to recover from his 

G 6 
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Matbarra8sai$iit, and to follow lier at ki$ 
Idsure. 

The remaindw of this visit was spent 
in more g^ieral ccmversation $ and aL 
though the lively Beatrice ceased not to 
^ort with the transient humour of Marco 
Doria, she never addressed nor answered 
Cesario without a visible blush ; perhaps 
there was, insensibly, less of confiiskm 
and more of delight in this heightened 
Mioor ; for Beatrice began to forget that 
ahe had shy thing to be ashamed of, and 
thought only of admiring that sweet im^ 
periousness of expression, which^ though 
softened, was not subdued, in the fine 
countenance of Cesario, and that flexible 
grace which was developed by ev^ 
movement of his exquisite figure* 

The ensuing day carried Cesario into 
the same society. Signora Brignoletti 
had invited her cousin and his friend to 
take chocolate with her in the mornings 
a cdebrated singer being engaged to |^^ 
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her a lesson, in her way to the court of 
Piedmont. 

Hiey were true to thdr appointment^ 
for Marco Doria was in the mood of gal* 
lantry, and Cesario loved music to abso* 
lute passion. 

Her mother was at mass; the Couiit 
Cagliarip Beatrice's' Sardinian adorer, 
0tood by her side, leaned over her chair, 
handed her the music-books, lifted her 
nosegay when it dropt, and retained part 
of it as he did so ; in short, assumed the 
air of a man as sure of his station in a 
ladj^s heart, as vain of the privileges thut 
position gave him. 

Cesario did not much observe then, 
though he often recalled it afterwards^ 
that at his first meaning glance from her 
to the Count, Beatrice suddenly altered 
her manner; she listened with a cpld 
air to the familiar whisperings of Cag- 
liari ; and, removing from that part of 
the room in which he was, contrived so 
to immerse herself in the rest of the 
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party, that he could never again fix him- 
self at her side. 

While her little circle ,were trifling 
away the time, till the Seraphina should 
arrive, Beatrice flew up to Marco Doria 
with the smiling witchery of a Eu- 
phrosyne, — " So ! you are out of your 
tub to-day/^ she said, glancing archly 
over his suit of azure silk, delicately 
wrought with silver j ** no longer Di- 
ogenes, what art thou, my entertaining 
cousin?" 

« Your slave, fair Beatrice! — for I 
have not seen any thing so chaiming 
since " " Since your last look at your 
mirror,'* was her arch interruption, and 
she turned her brilliant face towards 
Cesario : " And you, Signor Adimari, 
what humour are you in ? or are you in 
any humour at all ? have the charity to 
let me kiiow before-hand, that I may not 
nip our acquaintance in the bud, by 
being either too grave or too gay, or too 
wise or too foolish, or too awful or too 
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familiar for your taste of the moment j I 
do assure you my humour is to please you 
both:" — and as she curtesied with in- 
imitable grace, a pretty dropping of her 
eye-lids gave but the more effect to the 
brilliant orbs from which they were as 
suddenly raised. 

" It is not for you, Signora, to bend 
to any one's humour,'* said Cesario, 
gaily. " You triumph over all." 

" Santa Maria ! here comes that perse^ 
cuting man !** 

" What! Count Cagliari!" repeated 
Doria. " I thought he was lord of the 
ascendant here !" 

" He ! I hate him ! I never did more 
than tolerate him ; and I have hated him 
ever since yesterday." 

" Bravo! you and I are formed for 
each other I see, after all !" cried Marco. 
Hated since yesterday ! — why, even my 
weathercock fandes could not have shift- 
ed in less time j nor, I dare say, with less 



reason." 
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Beatrice was too earnestly eluding 
Count CagUari, and too eagerly attend- 
ing to Cesarioi for a reply to this remark. 
After having successfully evaded her ado 
mirer, she said to the latter, << Can you 
imagine any thing so odious, as to be 
persecuted by a man one has taken a 
disgust to !" 

•« Yes ! to be avoided by the person 
we love,** was Cesario's playfully-reprov- 
ing answer. 

" Then you pity that presumptuous 
creature ? You would be his , advocate 
with me ?** she said, with a mixture of 
softness and pique. 

*< I suspect there is no man who would 
consent to plead any other cause than his 
own to the Signora Brignoletti,** replied 
Cesario. 

His answer was a mere common-place 
of gallantry demanded by the question ; 
and he uttered it sportively j but no 
sooner was it said, than all the colours of 
morning painted the face of hj^ fair 
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eompanion ; and indiscreetly exx^laiming, 
** Oh! I must not jest with you ; I see 
you are dangerous," she fled away as 
fast as she had done the day before. . 

" What a. pretty, strange little crea- 
ture !" said Cesario to himself, somewhat 
disturbed by her second flight ; and he 
repeated this remark more than once, as 
he accidentally caught her leye fixed on 
him, through the occasional openings of 
the different groupes in the apartments. 

That eye receded from his for a mo- 
ment, when he made his way towards 
h€r some time afterwards, and joined 
Marco Doria who stood by Jher ; but it 
was not long of recovering its usual lively 
excursiveness j and it sparkled with such 
extraordinary brightness^ that Cesario 
could not forbear asking his friend, in a 
low voice, " Whether his near neighbour* 
hood to so much light were good for his 
eyes ?" 

Beatrice claimed a sharein their secret : 
it was immediately granted ; and Marco 



138 THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHN. 

Dana's voluble gallantry left nothing to 
Cesario but an expression of countenance, 
to which SignoraBfignoletti's quick fancy- 
gave its own meaning. 

" 'Twas in compliment to those bright 
eyes that I chose this watchet-coloured 
mantle,*' said Marco. " Their colour, an 
earthly dyer may imitate ; but for their 
fire, I must take Prometheus's journey. 
Prithee reward me, sweet Beatrice, with 
a smile for this.'* 

*^ If you had asked for a sigh, I might 
have wondered at your eflfrontery," she 
answered, giving the sweet reward he 
asked ; ** but a smile is such a poor 
every day favour — a mere Algerine 
asper — the smallest coin in the heart's 
treasury ; and thrown^ like alms, to vaga- 
bonds, simply to get rid of them 1 There! 
you may have a ^core at oncej I can 
aSbrd millions." 

** And is a sigh, then, the richest gift 
of this fair treasury of yours?" asked 
Cesario, feeling, for the first time, an 
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emotion of tenderness in her company ; 
^* 1 have seen a blush that was worth the 
Indies^'' and his eyes said where, and 
when. 

" By the Virgin, she gives you both I" 
exclaimed Marco, as Beatrice did indeed 
sigh and blush from very pleasure ; ** but 
given thus, for nothing, they must be 
counterfeits ; don't take them, Adimari ; 
at any rate, don't attempt imposing them 
on me as lawful coin.'' 

At that instant' Count Cagliari ad- 
vanced to take leave, piqued by the Sig- 
nora's marked avoidance of him. To 
appear stiU sure of her favour, and yet to 
scorn it, he carelessly snatched her hand, 
kissed it with the air of one tired of play- 
ing the lover, and walked out of the 
room with a vacant stare of listlessness. 

" You have not told us, my fiiir coz, 
by what name to call this favour !" ob- 
served Marco; " a kiss of that white 

» 

hand is doubtless a medal struck only for 
some happy individusirl." 
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«« The die is destroyed then ! ther^ 
never will be another j" replied Beatrice, 
glowing with indignation ; she paused^ 
then added with imprudent frankness^ 
«* I see what the Count aimed at. He 
intended to make you and ..Signor Adi- 
mari believe that he is a favoured lover, 
therefore privileged to take this liberty } 
but it is no such thing : and I beg you 
both to come every evening to the Pa- 
lazzo, just to see how I wiU mortify his 
presumption/* 

Both gentlemen bowed, and one of 
them laughed j it was certainly hot Ce- 
sario. 

The Seraphina never came ; so the 
party broke up, and the different per- 
sonages betook themselves to their sepa- 
rate homes. 

As Marco Doria sauntered along with 
C^sario, he amused himself with ridi- 
ciiling the caprices arid artifices of women. 
He offered to bet any sum, that the 
Signora Brignoletti was at this movient 



THE KNSG^HT OF ST, JOHF* til 

weeping over the ^cc^ss of her own sfcra- 
tfigeii) : for he constidered her conduct to 
Cagliari as mere wanton sport with hb 
feelings^ (»r else^ but a passing fit of 
irritation. 

Marco wa3 so much used to timidity in 
some women, and finesse in others, where 
their hearts were concerned, that he never 
dreamt of finding the real meaning of 
Beatrice's conduct, in i^ literal interpre- 
tation : he therefore fancied her evident 
admiration of his friend a piece of 
ch^dish acting ; and set it down for cer- 
tain, that she only tried to play hup off 
against some neglect or offence from he;* 
real lover. 

From respect for female 43incerity, Ce^ 
sario was not disposed to admit this ; and 
from regard for female modesty, he was 
as litde inqlined to believe that the lady 
really felt that admiration of his person 
which Marco protested she displayed. 
He consequently eombatte4 Marco's ar-i 
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guiKients, and the evidence of his own 
senses ; called her looks and expressions 
mere accidents ; and, neither convincing 
nor convinced^ parted from his com- 
panion. 



iy 
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CHAFfER IX. 

\ 

1 

Whatever was the nature of the Signor^t 
Brignoletti's reveries, when Cesario was 
their object, it is certain that he thought 
of her only as a charming child ; and as 
such, saw no danger in accompanying 
Marco Doria to the house of her 
mother. 

It is true, Beatrice had talents which 
often elevated her above her own cha- 
racter. When she sang, she did it with 
the expression of vivid, unrestrained' 
feeling : and when obeying an impulse 
(which her flatterers called inspiration), 
she chanted or recited an extempory 
poem, she was certainly inspired with 
something beyond the common-places of 
Fine^Ladyism. Still, this was only a 
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wild shoot of genius ; neither nourished 
nor improved by study, nor pruned by- 
judgment: it was but a meteor light, 
brighter at its first burst than it would 
ever appear afterwards : flowers without 
root, worn but as youth's garland, and 
destined to wither with its brief day of 

enthusiasm. 

Cesario saw nothing iu this boasted 
wonder, beyond the promising talent of 
^ clever girL 

Aj» UU Palazzo Rosso w^ open eveiry 
(BA^Qg, and alder the first introduction 
110 future invitation being necessary, the 
two young men went there ^very qight. 
M the coinmenpement of these viaitSt 
tliey usually stopped but a few minutes ; 
llien they staid a little longer j after that 
Cesario grew to oppose their departure 
^p very early ) and, at last, he fell into 
th^ habit of remaining there alone. 

From scarcely noticing the little atteo- 
t^n given by Beati^e to Coui{Kt C^gU^uri's 
9@si^Mti^ 9n4 the eagemesi ymk which 

14 
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she received attention from himself, Ce- 
sario insensibly began to feel, and to 
watch for,, these proofs of peculiar in- 
terest. He gradually lost sight of every 
other thing in the conversations of the 
Marchesa, till his mind, habituating itself 

- • 

to one line of observation, and one ex- 
pectation, became rivetted upon the 
object of its attention with the strength 
of passion. 

It is humiliating to detect the weak- 
nesses of human nature : but, perhaps^ 
were every passion conceived for a very 
faulty or dissimilar object, traced to its 
source, we should find it in an awakened 
vanity. Cesario's might be attributed 
to that subtle cause. 

One evening, as Marco Doria called 
oh him as usual, in his tvay to the Pa- 
lazzo Rosso, he aiFected a fit of what 
he called < the God,' and insisted upon 
reciting some verses which he had just 
composed upon his friend himself. 

Marco enacted his new character of 

VOL. I. H 
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bard so well, that it was ipd^d asi im- 
possible to stop him in his tun^l ca^ 
reer, as it would have been to stop tiie 
most practised of his supposed brethren : 
with " his eye in a fine phrenzy rollii^,'* 
he volubly delivered the following 

SONNET. 

Who now, with voice profaning Nature's hand, 
Shall of Ideal Beauty idly boast ?— 
Thy form, Cesario^ dims the faultless band 
Of sculptured gods, enthroned on Grecia's coast. 
Faultless are they : but w^th exhauatless grace 
(B^ond or chisel's touch or fancy's glow,) 
Thy limbs divine each charm of motion show, 
Matching the bright perfection of thy face ! — 
That lip, that eye, where Love and Mind contend 
For mastery of power ; that^ smile of light ; 
Those curls of jet, and browff sublime, that bend 
Like thunders resting on some snow-clad height; 
O, who. on these yhall ga^e, nor rapt exclaim, 
Here sculpture's idol falls before a mortal's frame ! 

Cesario laughed heartily at what he 
considered bombastic nonsense, wheQ 
applied to one man by another ; but be 
bestowed a very diiTerent appellation on 



THE KNIOHT OF ST, JOHN. 147 

it, when JVf ar co proelaimed it ^ produc- 
tion of Beatrice Brignoletti's, and stolen 
by him from her writing-case* 

The original manuscript shown by 
Marco^ in support of what he advanced, 
was in vain presented to Cesario : the 
latter refused to share in such unmanly 
treason against the defenceless sex ; and,^ 
though convinced by the delicate hand- 
writingt and Marco's utter incapacity to 
string a rhyme, that it was really the 
work of Beatrice, he persisted in avowing 
his disbelief of its authenticity ; and so 
the af&ir ended. 

After this incident, Cesario was not 
long of estimating his power over the 
young heart he wished to reign in. Her 
sparkling eyes, and glowing cheeks, 
whenever he drew near, needed no inter- 
preter : those eyes were never long absent 
from him : and one glance from his, 
would at any time make her repulse the 
Count Cagliari with marked rudeness ; if 
she danced, if* she sang, it was only at 

H 2 
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bis request ; if she gathered a flower^ it 
was for him ; if she took: refreshments, 
it was because he offered it. If Cesario 
hawked or hunted, she leiit her best 
falcon, or' pressed on him her favourite 
gennet* 

That pernicious habit of indulgence 
in which Beatrice had been educated, 
being moi^ powerful than modesty itself, 
£^e consciously betrayed this secret in- 
clination, from a lurking expectation of 
gratification waiting upon such display; 

Hers was not the love which is disco- 
vered by its own attempts at conceal- 
ment ; hers was not the love which would 
rather have perished with its \dctim in 
the grave, than have compassed a return 
at the expense of maidenly dignity ; hers 
was not the love, which, born of moral 
and mental admiration, can live through 
years of hopeless attachment, nourished 
by contemplating the virtues of its ob- 
ject,: and consoled by witnessing his 
happiness. 
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It was the love of an age just beyond 
that wherein a sweetmeat and a flower 
are the highest enjc^ment ; an age in 
which the senses and the imagination 
are sometimes mistaken for the heart and 
the judgment ; an age, in short, . of tur- 
bulent but rarely deep attachments. 

If Cesario ever dwelt for an instant 
with an unple^ant sensation upon he|^ 
careless conduct, it lasted but an instant. 
There were so many delightful and flat- 
tering reasons to be urged in her excuse : 
complete innocence, ignorant of the very 
sentiment it indulged and betrayed j 
truth, sp transparent that even virgin 
bashfulness could not veil it; love so 
powerful, or love so generous, that either 
it could not' be restrained by any consi- 
derations, or would not, from a noble 
disdain of unequal fortune. 

To these sophistries were added the 
seductions of self-love ; the wants of a 
heart formed for strong emotion; and 

H 3 
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the tumults created by the beauty of 
luxuriant and playful youth. 

Marco Doria, meanwhile, rallied both 
parties on their €fi^dent mutual prefer- 
ence, and with such dexterous address, 
that it was impossible for either to show 
their knowledge of his meaning j yet, as 
impossible for them to learn by it the 
nature and extent of a sentiment \^ich 
hoih felt, and neither ventured to iexpress. 

Just as Marco was in the mood, he 
treated love as a light or a profound 
sentiment ; deified it with the spirit of a 
herd in romance, or sneered at it with 
the asperity of a cynic. But in none ot 
his moods was he wise enou^, or kind 
enough, to remind CJesario of the despe- 
rate inequality which exited between 
his fortuiaes and those of th^ inexpe* 
rienced creature for whom he sighed. 

Count Cagliari was formally dismissed 
and gone baek to Turin ; and an armour 
of frowns was beginning to invest the 
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brow of the Marchesa, when the Genoese 
fleet received ordera to sail. 

A swarm of Turkish cruisers, after 
sweeping the Adriatic and the shores 
of the Mediterranean, were seen hover- 
ing round the adjacent islands: it was 
therefore expedient to disable or drive 
them back ; that so powerful a reinforce- 
ment might not come in aid of the Bar- 
bary fleet, when the expedition against 
Tenon de Velez should take place. •* 

This expedition was indeed on the 
point of issuing from Spain, but the Ge- 
noese admiral abandoned his share in itfe 
success, only that he might render it 
sure, by destroying the ally of Morocco. ^^ 

Marco Doria, who had been all this 
time making up his mind about his fu«- 
ture pursuit in life y and who had alter* 
nately determined upon the land and the ^ • 
sea service, the line of politics^ the 
church, and the court of the Emperor 
Charles, was now thoroughly convinced 
for the next fortnight, that there was 

H 4 
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nothing in this world worth a wise man^s 
trouble; that honours were bubbles j 
riches toys, pleasures dreams ; that, in 
short, there was nothing substantial but 
ease and indifference; and that, conse- 
quently, a country abode, with a g^arden, 
a few books, and a single domestic, 
were the tcltima Thule of human happiness. 

Marco*s valour had been approved, 
more than once, as a volunteer upon 
sufficiently memorable occasions ; there- 
fore, without fear of being stigmatised 
wilii cowardice, he suddenly announced 
Ills intention of sitting down for liie» as 
a phUosc^bic solitary. 

Before Cesario left Genoa, he saw this 
fantastic personage tranquilly installed 
in a small house, that once belonged to 
a falconer, on the banks of the ^Pol- 
civerra. 

Thus, bereft of his usual companion^ 
Cesario had to go through the dangerous 
scene of announcing his own departure 
to the Signora Brignoletti» 
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It was in the gardens of the Palazzo, 
where the Marchesa had givenamooa- 
light supper in an open pavilion. 

Part of the company were enjojdng 
the beautiful night among groves of 
breathing rose and orange trees j some 
stood listening to the tinkling sound of 
fountains, or to strains of music issuing 
from the house. The Marchesa sat with 
her daughter on the alabaster steps of 
the pavilion, seemingly attentive to the 
progress of a wreath of flowers which 
Beatrice was sportively twisting for her» 
own hair, but in reality watching tj^Qt 
steps of Cesario, and keeping him off by 
her threatening frown. 

Cesario was alternately saunteiiQg and 
leaning under the shade of an acacia^ 
with two or three persons, of whose con 
versation his sense took no cognisance. 
His head was continually turned towards 
the pavilion, where the peculiar chsr 
racter of Beatrice's charms appeared 
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heightened by their contrast with sur- 
rounding objects. 

The pale moon-light, and the cold 
whiteness of the portico, were opposed 
to the glow of her complexion, and the 
speaking fire of her eyes: the tranqmllity 
of the flowers and trees, (for no breeze 
disturbed them,) was contrasted by her 
rapid and animating movements* She 
seemed to Cesario the sole principle of 
life and motion in this lovely scene ; and 
as much intoxicated by the contemplation? 
of her beauty, as; agitated by the thought 
of quitting her, he walked with a hurried 
and unequal pace, which the forbidding 
looks of the Mardiesa kept still far from 
the pavilion- 
Happily for Cesario*s wishes, the un- 
expected ascent t)f some fire-works at a 
distance made every one start fVom their 
position, and run towards the Pine-mount 
whence it proceeded* In the rush and 
confusion, Beatrice escaped from her 
mother, and was soon near enough to 
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Cesario for him to join her. " Ah, what 
a tiresome evening this has been !'* she 
said, in reply to the eloquent glance of 
his eyes. 

« One of torture to me!*' replied Ce* 
sario, with ill-repressed emotion, " for I 
wished to tell you that we sail to-morrow; 
and I had a boon to ask.** , 

" Then it really sails after all !** cried 
Beatrice, tears suffusing her bright eyes; 
" O why did you not do as Marco Doria 
has done !*' 

" What ! renounce the hope of dis^ 
tinction, and shut myself up in a mouu* 
tain-hovel ?'* 

" A person might be much happier 
there than in such an odiously-fine place 
as this,** was the reply of Beatrice. 

" And could the Sigiiora Brignolettii 
find happiness in such a lot?'* asked 
CesariOjt his heart quivering on his lips. 

The Signora did- not answer; but she 
refused not the hand he wildly clasped in 
both his. "For the short instant during 
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which he retained this willing hand, 
Cesario saw no other image than such a 
mountain-hut with Beatrice and felicity. 

He was on the point of telling her so» 
(all lost to reason as he was,) when the 
steps of persons approaching made him 
check the tide of passion. First pausing^ 
then gently drawing a ring from one of 
her passive fingers, he whispered in ac- 
cents of smothered fire — " O let me cast 
myself at your feet in this spot to-morrow 
morning, before the first matin bell, — I 
aail at the second/* 

Beatrice faltered out the permission he 
sought: Cesario ardently kissed the hand, 
which he instantly released j and tore 
himself away* 

Cesario saw nothing, felt nothing, re- 
membered nothing but this ring, and the 
manner in which it had been rendered to 
him* He could not recall, how Beatrice 
had looked when he made the bold theft; 
for at that instai>t a mist covered his 
sight, and he lost every other thought in 
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the agony of transport with which he felt 
her soft finger yielding its treasure. 

What needed he more, to tell him that 
he reigned absolute in her heart, and 
that she was ready to flee with him from 
wealth and grandeur to the mountain 
life he had described ? What needed he 
more, to animate him on his way to peril 
and glory? 

But when is that heart satisfied, where 
love rules like a tyrant ? Cesario thirsted 
to hear the voice of Beatrice confirm the 
assurance of her eyes ; he longed to cast 
himself at her feet, and exhale there his 
ardent soul in vows and thaqks. Perhaps 
he dared to imagine her pressed to his 
sighing breast, and bedewed with farewell 
tears, too sacred for passion to profane ! 

Burdened with its own fulness, his 
heart did indeed languish for participa* 
tion with hers ; and, wishing the night 
annihilated, he reached the house of the 
Syndic, unconscicms of his own move- 
ments» 
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There was no sleep for Cesario during 
the hours that intervened between this 
period and that in which he hurried out 
to keep his appointment in the Rosso 
gardens. 

He had previously taken leave of the 
good Syndic : his equipage was on board ; 
and he therefore had no more to do in 
Genoa than to see his enchantress. 

As he approached the gate of St» 
Thomas, he wd& overtaken by the Prince 
of Melfi, attended by some of his officers : 
<« Well met, Adimari,** cried the Prince, 
taking his arm and impelling him forward, 
" you have just been summoned. The 
pirates are out, — the wind serves^ — 
Now, for your first throw, for death or 
glory r 

Never before did those two words 
' sound appallingly to Cesario : he turned 
pale ; and he hesitated in his walk. A 
look of astonishment from the Prince 
brought the crimson back to his cheek ; 
and) shocked at the interpretation to which 
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his present agitation was liable^ he stam- 
mered out, — " I could have wished not to 

r 

have been summoned, till I had taken 
leave of a friend, who must now be wait- 
ing for me : — and if 

" You cannot have a moment!" inter- 
rupted Doria, hurrying him on. " Ycmr 
friend, or your mistress, must console 
themselves with the news of your future 
exploits." 

Cesario saw there was no remedy; 
and rousing his spirit from its trance of 
love, 

^^ Like dew-drops shaken from the Ilon^is mane,'* 

the image of Beatrice, of parting tears, 
benedictions, and embraces, fled at once 
from his mind : he thought of ccmtests 
and conquests, of wounds and crowns, 
of his father's fame, and Jiis country's 
gratitude- 
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The saffron of early morning had just 
changed into the rosy hue that precedes 
sunrise, when Cesario reached the place 
of embarkation. The harbour was all in 
motion. The heavy ships were standing 
out to sea with all their s^ls set : the gal- 
liots and brigantines were rowing with 
quick and regular strokes to the sound 
of martial instruments: different-coloured 
flags were seen flying from the masts* 
heads, or sweeping the blue waves with 
their majestic folds. < 

Boats passing to and fro; persons 
running to the east and western moles, 
to catch a last glimpse of their departing 
friends ; handkerchiefs waving } voices 
calling) oars splashing^ signal-guns an» 
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swering each other from the vessels and 
the citadel; the sea and the land all 
in motion; and above all, the Turkish 
cruisers specking the horizon ; formed so 
many picturesque and animating objects, 
that Cesario caught the contagion of en- 
thusiasm, and, for the next six hours^ 
thought only of battle and victory. 

" The T3rrrhene seas did glitter all with flame ; 
Up sprung the cry of men, and trumpet's blast." 

When those six hours had terminated, 
the Genoese fleet were masters of the 
watery field: they had given chstee to 
the pirates, overtaken, encountered, and 
conquered them. 

Part of the enemy's galliots now fol- 
lowed in the triumphant train of the 
Capitanata; the small remainder were 
either sunk, or seeking shelter in the 
obscure ports of the aidjacent islands. 
The action had been fiercely contested. 

Animated by the deadliest feelings of 
revenge and animosity, each party had 
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exerted the most determined and obsti- 
nate resolution. Death or victory seemed 
to have been the motto under which they 
fought } and deeds of valour were per- 
formed, which in themselves would have 
immortalised the arm that wrought them, 
but that all were heroes, all fighting as 
if the fate of the battle rested on each 
individual exertion. 

Cesario, now foremost in the ranks of 
death, ftlt this soul-inspiring thought ; 
and, emulative of his great leader's fame, 
sought by some mightier effort to become 
conspicuous in the dreadful conflict. In 
vain he set his life at nought to win this 
pre-eminence; each fearless deed was 
seconded ; the gloiious example of their 
chief had fired all ranks^ and he saw that 
no common daring could lift him above, 
his dauntless companions. 

Fortune at this moment, as if in re- 
ward for his exertions, now smiled on 
them, and pointed to the long-wished 
and ardently-desired opportunity. 
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Th«ir infidel adversary, (carrying the 
commander-in-chiePs flag,) defeated, and 
nearly destroyed, after a most determined 
but unavailing resistance, was now at- 
tempting to clear herself from her oppo- 
nent, and escape : Cesario, whose eagle 
eye had watched every turn of the fight, 
perceived her intention ; and maddening 
with the anticipated joy of reaching that 
pinnacle of glory he had so nobly striven 
for, called on a few of his gallant follow- 
ers to support him, and threw himself 
into the enemy's vessel. 

Amazement seized the Turks at this 
desperate act of valour; they were 
thrown into confusion j assistance poured 
in from Doria's vessel ; and Cesario soon 
found himself in possession (rf the Turk-' 
ish admiral's sword and ship. 

This gallant action had bfeen witt^ssed 
and duly appreciated; all ranks joined 
in bestowing the highest honours on the 
youthful warrior, and hailing him the 
hero of the fight. 
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On the deck of the captured vessel, 
and in the presence of enemies and com- 
patriots, Prince Gianettino embraced his 
young lieutenant,*' — " You have proved 
yourself worthy of your father," he said, 
and his eyes glistened. Cesario squeezed 
the hero's hand in eloquent silence ; then, 
more respectfully putting it to his lips, 
returned such an answer as the occasion 
demanded. 

After so convincing " a proof of his 
mettle,*' he had nearly as many enviers 
as admirers ; but, awakened to a passion 
for renown, and a sense of duty, by suc- 
cess and eulogium, Cesario had no 
thoughts to bestow on jealous infe- 
riority; he began to cherish hopes of 
a destiny as brilliant as the lover of 
Signora Brignoletti ought to aspire to ; 
and to dream, for golden instants, of the 
only equivalent he would .ever accept in 
the place of a patrimony cruelly with- 
drawn—lands bestowed hereafter by 
his country. 



THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHK. l65 

If these reveries were troubled at times, 
it was by the recollection of the appoint- 
ment he had made, and broken, with 
Beatrice* 

What must she have thought of him- 
while awaiting him in vain ? while walk- 
ing through those dewy gardens, under 
the grey dawn, hearing the momentary 
gun that marked each departing ship ; 
and then beholding the white sails of the 
cdlected fleet hovering like a flight of 
sea-fowl on the horizon ? 

Could she have admitted a suspicion, 
that any thing but imperious honour had 
prevailed against his love ?— ruo-^it was 
impossible she could think otherwise: 
and again and again Cesario fastened his 
lips to that little circle of gold, where it 
seemed as if all his future hopeb were 
contained. 

Transports like these were the luxu- 
ries of -his solitary m(»nents ; all his social 
hours were given to action and to enter- 

* 

prise. 
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Prince Doria had given iom the com- 
mand of a galley ; and as the roving 
warfare of the pirates was beat cc^ed 
with by the same adventurous methods, 
Cesario's eagerness to distinguish him*- 
s^lf rendered him more forward in the 
dangCTQUS but necessary boldness of 
pursuit 

The San Lorenzo (the ship Cesario 
commanded) was giving chase to 2 
single galliot near the rocks of Corsica, 
when the evening of a aultry day began 
to darken, and some heavy clouds of 
gloomy purple foretold a storm. The 
gattiot, familiar with the coast, and form- 
ed to run in shallow water, ran safely in 
shore under the shelter of the rocks ; 
while the heavier galley of Cesario, 
obliged to keep out to sea, remained 
exposed to the violence of the rising 
tempest. 

N%ht thickened ; the winds began to 
rage from every quarter of the heavena 
by turns } the hoarse roar of the-- 

*5 
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breakers was heard, mixed with the 
shriller cries of sea-birds j the galley 
laboured and groaned among the splash- 
ing waves j — . still Cesario waa loath to 
relinquish his expected prey ; the master 
at length bluntly told him, that unless he 
gave up the pursuit, every soul must in* 
evitably perish. 

It was now indeed impossible to pursue 
the pirate, who ran his lighter vessel 
ashore in a friendly creek, where the 
darknesg and the situation favoured his 
concealment ; the San Lorenzo therefore 
made for the island of Pianosa. 

Well built, and ably manned, the 
Genoese galley rode out the storm during 
the night, and, by day-break, as she 
neared the island-rock, guns were heard 
on the subsiding wind. 

By the quivering light pf their succes- 
siye flashes, Cesario and his companions 
found they proceeded from a vessel in 
distress ; he returned her signals, and. 
every exertion was made to reach hen 
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The unhappy merchantman (for such 
she was) had struck upon a low rock, 
close to the .desert Pianosa, and her 
loosened planks were beginning to sepa- 
rate. 

Boats, crowded with women, children, 
and mariners in the wildest despair, were 
seen on the mountainous waves, strug- 
gling to attain the friendly galley : those 
whom the boats could not receive, had 
cast themselves into the sea, catching at 
spaxs, oars, any thing, in short, slight 
enough to gras}), and strong enough to 
bear them up. 

Impatient of delay, Cesario had al- 
ready thrown himself with a few sailors 
into his own boat, and was making to* 
wards the wreck, for he had discovered 
on the remnant of the vessel some women 
running in distraction to and fro, and a 
single man, who, by his gestures, ap- 
peared encouraging them to hope and 
exertion. 

By this time the dawn was much ad- 
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vanced, and objects, though indistinct, 
gradually became more visible. 

Cesario beheld with dismay the situ- 
ation of the people. 

The wind indeed had fallen, but the 
sullen silence of the clouds above, was 
broken by the deafening roar of the 
waves below ; a prodigious swell was 
thundering forward, sweeping the help* 
less wreck along with it. 

That fearful swell carried her at once 
over the rock where she had first struck; 
but, still rushing on with tremendous 
force, dashed her against the more for- 
midable rocks of the inner coast. 

Her only remaining mast fell with a 
loud crash, and, as it fell, the solitary 
man upon the deck disappeared under 
it: a shock, a shriek — O what a shriek ! 
— told Cesario that he came too late ; 
the wretched vessel was now scattering 
her timbers over the face of the waters. 

The women clung to its floating frag- 
ments with instinctive sense j but alas ! 

VOL. I. I ^ 
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their stunned companion lay sensdess on 
the surface. 

Cesario was on the point of leaping 
mto the sea, and swimming through the 
raging elements to this devoted victim ; 
but aware that in doing so he must 
perish without attaining the object de- 
aired, he exerted all his own skill and 
his men's courage, to impel their boat 
forward to their assistance^ 

As they proceeded they were menaced 
with instant destruction on every side} 
large masses of the wreck, impetuously 
hurried by the current against their 
slight boat, threatened to overturn it} 
rocks above and rocks below water sur- 
rounded them ; but still manfully com- 
bating every obstacle, they passed safely 
through, and reached the given point. 

The unfortunate man yet lay without 
motion on the watery the next instant 
he must have sunk: but what will not 
humanity attempt and courage execute ? 
Cesario called on his m^i to keep the 
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boat steddy, while he fearlessly plunged 
out of it into the boiling surf. 

It was but a moment of alarm and 
strong emotion : the next instant he re- 
gained the boat, with the object of his 
solicitude in his arms. 

The sailors had previously rescued the 
women ; the other boats had gained the 
galley : not a soul had perished. Ce- 
sario hastily passed his hand over his 
eyes, to hide feelings which honoured 
his manhood: the joyful conviction of 
being the preserver of so many persons, 
rendered his late martial triumph cold 
and worthless in comparison; but this 
was not a time for indulging in reflec 
tions of any kind, for the unfortunate 
man whom he had saved still demanded 
his care; 

He now took him once more in his 
arms, to observe whether life yet re- 
mained : as he did so, the pale head 
hung feebly backward, but the mild blue 
eyes unclosed. 

I 2 
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Was it a dream, or did Cesario in 
reality support upon his breast the man 
he had avoided with so much passion? 
Was it memory or fancy, working in his 
mind, that told him he had just saved 
the life of Giovanni Cigala ? and so re- 
paid with overflowing measure all the 
proofs of kindness which had been thrust 
upon him by the only noble offspring of 
that detested race ! 

The tremulous day was yet uncertain ; 
but he could not again mistake' that face 
when united with the soul which stamped 
its individuality. . 

** Keep off*! — he revives!-* was his 
-hurried exclamation. Willing to have 
that instant of strong emotion without 
witnesses, he motioned to the sailors .and 
women to precede him into the galley, 
which had now rowed up to them. 
During the transfer of these persons, he 
had time to collect his amazed thoughts. 
Giovanni's hand was in his : hitherto it 
had been motionless; but now a trem- 
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bling pressure conveyed his generous 
gratitude. " Adimari !'' he said, in low 
accents, " Heaven ordains us to be 
friends.'* /j 

*« O that some revelation from heaven 
would indeed tell me so !** exclaimed Ce- 
sario, transported out of himself by this 
extraordinary adventure, and involun- 
tarily straining Giovanni to his breast* 

" I owe my life to you,*' said Gio- 
vanni, " and I devote it to you hence- 
forth. Yes, whether you will or no.*' 

.Overcome with a rapid retrospect of 
past times, at these words Cesario bowed 
his head upon the shoulder of Giovanni ; 
with a deep sigh, he said, " In this hour 
of agitation I am not myself j I know 
not what I say ;" and, folding Giovanni 
with his supporting arm, he called one of 
the seamen to assist in raising him into 
the galley. 

Saved from death by the exertions of 
Cesario, and thrown upon his humanity 
for the remaining period of their cruise, 

I S 
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Giovanii] had powerful auxiliaries in these 
circumstances : nay, even the weak parts 
in the character of Cesario assisted him 
in the conquest he sought over his pre- 
judices. 

His proud spirit was appeased by the 
obligation he had already laid upon the 
son of Paulo Cigala : he now thought 
only of showing to him that an Adimaii 
scorned all revenge save that of added 
services ^ that while these services were 
needed by one of the Gigali, he would 
render them profusely ; but that neces- 
sity over, the obliger and the obliged 
must return into their former constrained 
position. 

Cesario had yet to learn his o\srn heart : 
he had yet to learn, also, the influence of 
an enthusiastic interest, steady yet not 
obtrusive ; forbearing, yet dignified j ex* 
traordinary, but not extravagant. He 
had yet to learn, that even love itself 
su£Siced not for all the wants of a soul 
like his, created to desire and to feel 



every aDimated sentiment} to aspire after, 
and, haply, to reach every heroic virtue* 

The injury Giovanni bad sustained by 
the fall of the mast, was aggravated by 
a fever^ which confined him entirely to 
the rough qouch. of Cesario'9 cabin. Here, 
when not required amongst his people, 
Cesario came to. assist in administering 
to his ailments ; or to relieve the tedium 
of solitary inaction, by reading or con«> 
versation. 

At these times, Giovanni forbore to 
speok either of his gratitude or his now- 
rivetted resolution to win his friendship : 
but the expression of his mildly-pene* 
trating eye spoke volumes i and Cesariot 
from avoiding its fixture, grew to endure 
its mute appeal j and, finally, to seek and 
to love the look which laid bare that pure 
and disinterested heart. 

Giovanni, in his turn, became daily 
more interested in the character and for- 
tunes of Cesario } the almost romantic 
attraction he had felt towards him while 

I 4 
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he was an object rather of his imagiii- 
ation than his knowledge, ^seemed now 
to be at once justifiable by resison, and 
demanded by gratitude. 

In their desultoiy conversations, where 
feeling was seldom analyzed, but uiu« 
formly displayed, Cesario showed all the 
varieties of his character. The nobleness 
of his sentiments, contrasted with, the 
mediocrity of his destiny, was only the 
more affecting: gmd that war between 
ingenuous sympathy and exaggerated 
duty, which never failed appearing when, 
ever his father's memory crossed these 
hours of intercourse, excited at once 
respect and regret in the bosom of Gio. 
vanni. 

Once, indeed, unable to resist a pecu- 
liarly tender tide of recollections which 
the mention of his father's early career 
caused to flow, he spoke at large of th^ 
cherished parent; he described his gentle 
manners arid gracious countenance ; his 
bounteous and ever-open hand; his un- 
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blemished life and guileless heart, which 
seemed remnants of the golden age : hsa 
painted his love and reverence of that 
honoured parent, with all the eloquence 
of profound sensibility ; and, as the mois- 
ture which clouded his own eyes was re-» 
fleeted by that of Giovanni's, now fixed 
on him with brotherly expression, he for- 
got his hated lineage, and said in broken 
accents, ** Oh, you were worthy to have 
known him !** 

Giovanni could with difficulty master 
the pleasurable emotion which struggled 
to have way : he raised himself from his 
couch,- took and squeezed Cesario's hand. 
Cesario's heart took alarm at that sign of 
confidence : the expression of tenderness 
subsided from his countenance, while that 
of trouble and of self-reproach succeeded* 
He fixed his eyes earnestly upon Gio- 
vanni, as, profoundly sighing, he said, in 
an altered voice, — ** Man cannot control 
destiny ; and he must submit to it/' While 

I 5 
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he spoke, he dropped Giovanni's hand, 
and left him. 

When they met again, it was on the 
ensuing day m the stern gallery, where 
Giovanni, for the first time, was allowed 
to breathe the free air. 

A signal from the Admiral had just 
declared the objects of the expedition 
attained, and turned all the fleet home- 
wards. The San Lorenzo was now coast- 
ing the shores of the Papal states ; and ere 
a few days should elapse, her victorious 
flag would be flying in the port i£ 
Genoa. 

Would that event at once dissolve the 
union of mind, if it were not to be called 
one of heart, between the preserver 
and the preserved ? would the sight of 
places, where he had sufiered real anguish 
and supposed wrong, revive the slum* 
bering resentment and antipathy of Ce- 
sario ? would he, indeed, have the cruel 
courage to tear himself from all inter- 
course with a man, who had sympathised 
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with his worthiest feeling ? would he in- 
flict such a wound upon a trusting breast ? 
When they met in the gallery, after the 
first interchange of good wishes, and th€ 
performance of some kind offices on the 
part of Cesario, Giovanni fell into a re- 
verie, during which he asked himself, 
these quei^tions. 

Cesario, meanwhile, was thinking of a 
far different subject. 

As the galley glided through glassy 
waves, under a beautiful morning sky, 
he stood, not far from Giovanni, leaning 
on the railing of the balcony, completely 
abstracted from surrounding things. Gio- 
vanni's attention was insensibly attracted . 
by the peculiar and varying expressions 
of his countenance. At times he saw his 
cheek kindle, and his eyes sparkle with 
sudden brilliancy ; then the colour and 
the light would fade from both, and 
softness, even to languor, steal over his 
features. 

Unconscious of the tremor and fre« 

I 6 
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quency of his sighs, Cesado continued to 
muse and to sigh ; and once, quite lost to 
every other idea, he carried Beatrice's 
ring to his lips, and held it there in a 
trance of fond remembrances. 

This action, coupled with thje look by 
which it was accompanied, fixed n floating 
suspicion in the mind of Giovanni. He 
had observed much in the conduct and 
conversation of Cesario, which warranted 
the belief of his being attached to some 
lady in Genoa ; and now, while anxiously 
contemplating his agitated countenance, 
he grieved to think, that this aifection, 
though returned by its object, might be 
thwarted by unkind relatives, or rendered 
abortive by mutual poverty. 

" Had my imprudent sister been this 
chosen object 1'* he said to himself,, in- 
dulging a momentary vision of generous 
improbabilities, ^' all might have been 
made up to him I'* 

Giovanni had touched the most painful 
chord of his own heart by this spon* 
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taheous reflection ; and, drawn from the 
consideration of Cesario by hopes and 
fears about his sister, he withdrew his 
eyes, which unconsciously took the va- 
cant fixture of deep thought, and pur- 
sued a train of troubled meditation. 

A demand for orders, from some sailors, 
who had rowed round the stern, recalled 
Cesario to himself; and having given 
them the necessary commands, he turned 
from his own tumultuous thoughts to seek 
the conversation of Giovanni. 

But for once he found Giovanni self- 
i^bsorbed j never had Cesario seen him 
look so absolutely sad ; and penetrated 
by that unusual expression, in proportion 
to his own expectation of coming hap* 
piness, he drew near and sat down by 
him. 

" Cigala, something distressing em- 
ploys your mind !" he said this in a tone 
of lively interest: " I would 1 could charm 
it away, before we part.*' He made a 
short pause between the first sentence of 
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this address, and the few concluding 
words, which he strove to say in a lighter 
mianher. 

" And are we to part, Adimari?'' 
asked Giovanni, raising his full mild eye, 
and laying on him a hand chilled by 
painful surprise. 

« We ought-— we must.'' —• was Ce- 
sario^s answer, hemming away a sigh^ 
and averting his head. 

««Whatl part to meet no more ?" re* 
peated Giovanni. 

*< No more on earth — - at least not as 
we meet now/' resumed Cesario with 
seriousness. " You were aware of my 
principles — prejudices, if you please— 
long ago^— I hope you are not very much 
^surprised to find that I still believe it my 
duty to abide by them ?" 

It is a strange inconsistency in human 
nature, that when we are obliged to say 
or do an unkind thing, and feel most pain 
from that necessity, we always try to hide 
our concern under an appearance of 
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hardness or indifference. Something like 
remorse, in truth it was regret, tugged 
at Cesario's heart-strings : yet he main- 
tainedhis air of chilling determination, 
and moved a few steps away, to conceal 
his inward struggle. 

Giovanni looked after him with earnest 
observation : a long silence followed. 
At length he said, " I am surprised •«« 
and how grieved, I forbear to say. I 
wish you had not bestowed on me the 
useless obligation of life saved : for what 
is it to a man, standing alone in the 
world, bereft of kindred, outraged by 
love, and denied friendship ?'* 

" You have . loved then, Cigala ?*' 
exclaimed Cesario, turning on him a 
countenance all melting with kindly sym- 
pathy. 

" I have,'* replied Giovanni, " and I 
remember enough of its pains, to wish 
you nothing but its joys. Go, Adimari ; 
I read your feelings in your face;i~ 
would, I could read your destiny abo ! •» 
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if that were all prosperity, here would I 
quit my hold upon your heart ; and let 
you loose to that happiness, which you 
will not even permit me to witness and 
rejoice in : but if it is to be otherwise ; if 
you suspect, that you are destined to 
drink the bitter cup I have drunk of, 
then nothing shall make me leave you till 
I have wrung your promise of claiming 
my grateful sympathy in that dtfy of 
desolation/* 

** That day will never come!** ex- 
claimed Cesario, rapturously. " Witness 
this precious pledge of love, for which 
princes might contend in vain, A moun* 
tain-hut ,with me— yes, Beatrice ; so 
spoke those flowing eyes, when-^ ^** 

" I must not steal your confidence,** 
interrupted Giovanni, seeing him hurried 
out of himself; and, as he spoke, he 
rose. 

"Stay, Cigala — stay!*' cried Cesario: 
while saying so, he pushed him gently 
back, and seeing him remain, took seve- 
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ral turns up and down the gallery, in 
troubled silence. 

If grief be hard to bear alone, happi- 
ness unshared is intolerable. Never 
had Cesario groaned so powerfully for 
the sympathies of friendship ; and never, 
till now, had Giovanni's image presented 
itself to hitn in the light of one seeking 
cotnpassion and sympathy. 

With a sister, whose fate was involved 

4 

in mystery ; a youth, blighted by unre- 
quited or unfortunate love, was not Gio- 
vanni Cigala fitted to excite, and to feel, 
that species of friendship which, tinc- 
tured by the chivalrous spirit of their age, 
had in it all the ardour without the in- 
firmity of passion ? Would not his gentler 
temper assist Cesario in moderating the 
impetuosity of his ? Were the elder Adi- 
mari, in heaven, allowed to select a bosom 
confidant for his son on earth, would 'he 
not choose such an one as Griovanni ? and 
were that sainted parent able to reveal his 
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sentiments on this trying question, what 
would they be ? 

Cesario pressed his throbbing temples 
with his hand, as he paused upon these 
questions. Again he asked himself, what 
would his father's sentiments be? and 
the reply was, — affection for Giovanni's 
admirable and estimable qualities ; sen- 
sibility to his attachment; grateful re- 
membrance of all he had offered, and all 
he had done, to soothe the pain of wounds 
which he could not prevent I 

.By the elder Adiifaari*s silent resent-^ 
ment at the supposed vfiaigratitude of 
Prince Doria, had he utot distinctly de- 
livered it as his opinion, that a man is 
bound, by indissoluble ties, to him who 
has saved his lifer? Thus, then, Gio- 
vanni's persevering attachment took the 
stamp of a duty ; and if it were virtue in 
him to persevere, it must be culpable or 
cruel in his preserver to resist. 

" Am I absolved, then, from the sin 
of impiety, if I link my heart with Ci- 
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gala ?" aaked Cesario, inwardly. " Is it 
enough that again and again I spurned 
his offered kindness^ when I had no 
friend to console me, no heart to beat, 
like his, in generous sympathy with 
mine ? Then I might have doubted the 
disinterestedness of my gratitude ; but 
now, O, my father! may I not forget that 
he is the son of thy destroyer, and think 
of him but as one to whom I may lament 
thee r' 

During this internal address, he stood 
with his face buried' in his hands. Gio- 
vanni watched him from a short distance, 
with extreme anxiety. Suddenly Cesario 
a|>proached : he stretched out his arms, 
his face beaming through ' tears* Gio- 
vanni precipitated himself upon his neck, 
and there, locked in a strong -embrace, 
their hearts silently exchanged the vow 
of friendship. 

If their delight in each other's so- 
ciety had hitherto been greit, what was 
it now, when reserve on the one side, 
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and apprehension on the other, gave- 
way before the full tide of mutual confi- 
dence ? 

The story of Giovanni^s piist, and Ce- 
sario's present love, occupied many suc- 
ceeding hours. Cesario was moved by 
the vivid picture Giovanni drew of his 
former sensibility to the most powerful 
of human passions ; but more astonished, 
that, having once felt such a passion, he 
should live to look Back on those days 
without anguish that they were over. 

It could not arise from coldness of 
character, he thought ;. for with what 
enthusiasm did he speak of the chivalric 
profession into which he had then thrown 
himself; and with what romantic per- 
severance had he sought his friendship ! 
Was it then the natural march (Jf human 
feeling ? Cesario shuddered at the chil- 
ling supposition: for love was now a 
source of such bliss^ to him, that he fan- 
cied even its torments preferable to its 
extinction. 
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The openness with which he expressed 
this astonishment might have tempted 
another man into justifying his own sen- 
sibility, by explaining the soberising ef- 
fects of time, and of reason, earnestly 
called into action ; but, unwilling to 
rend the bright blossoms of youthful im- ^ 
agination, Giovanni forbore to detail the 
progress of his mind from grieT to indig- 
nation, from indignation to scorn, and 
at last to indifference. He simply said, 
** From the moment of my profession, I 
devoted the powers of my mind, and 
the affections of my heart, to higher pur- 
poses: I devoted myself to a life of 
singleness and the cross. Is it wonder- 
ful, then, that my soul should reject 
every remembrance of a sentiment which 
its object had dishonoured in my eyes, 
and that I should consider the vow which 
bound me to refrain from woman's love, 
not as bondage, but as freedom? I 
know not what the destiny of my heart 
might have been, had my attachment 
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been as truly returned as yours, and my 
mistress torn from me by death or duty : 
as it is, I have done with every incline 
tion of the kind." 

Cesario smiled — " You will love again, 
s»id find happiness." 

*« No : friendship will content me/' 
replied Giovanni; and the satisfaction, 
as well as purity of heaven, shone in his 
serene eyes. 

Cesario shook his head, without spedt- 
ing ; but his smile, and the incredulous 
action of his head, required no com- 
ment. 

The conversation again reverted to 
i^gnora Brignoletti. Beatrice was per- 
sonally unknown to Giovanni ; he there- 
fore took his idea of her from the por^ 
trjut painted by her lover. 

Coloured by that lover's vivid sensi- 
bility, her portrait was, indeed, charm* 
ing : it wa^ Beauty, without thought oi 
' power ; Youth, in all [its innocence and 
ardour ; Love, undisguised, because pure 
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and generous : in short, it was all that 
would have given happiness in those 
blissful days, when the affections and 
duties were man's only law-givers, and the 
tyranny of prejudices and the distinc- 
tions of society were imknown. 

But, alas ! those blissful times were 
past, and Giovanni saw in their stead a 
host of difficulties between his friend's 
wishes and their object. 

Beatrice was very young ; most likely, 
therefore, timid in spirit ; long-continued 
opposition from her relatives might even- 
tually harass her into giving up her own 
inclinations. Possibly she might have 
the instability of her age ; and time^ or a 
new object, cause her fancy to alter. 

But of all the obstacles to Cesario's 
success which Giovanni imagined, none 
appeared to him so formidable, and so 
sure of checking his fond career, as Ce- 
sario's own principles. At pr^esent, in- 
toxicated with the joy of beholding his 
fair mistress^ and being permitted to tell 
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her how absolute she reigned over his 
affections, Cesario dreamt not of a wisli 
beyond, nor anticipated the period whea 
headlong passion would demand its ut« 
most gratification, and meditate seizing 
it at the expense of Beatrice's duty and 
his own honour. 

Giovanni foresaw this period, and 
rightly believed that Cesario would then 
shrmk with horror from the baseness of 
persuading a young woman to abandcm 
her first duties, and act in open rebellion 
against her sole remaining parent. Nay, 
were even that parent's consent to be 
wrung from her by importunities or per- 
severance, how would Cesario's pride en- 
dure the humiliation of owing dignity 
and riches to his wife ? How would his 
jealous reputation bear the probable mis- 
conception of public, opinion ? 

Giovanni felt and reasoned thus for 

his friend; but, as yet, their bond of 

^ amity was too newly knit to warrant him 

in urging a sacrifice of this inauq>iciou$ 
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attachment: he could ctdy resolve to 
watch its progress with an attentive eye> 
and to seize the first troubled feeling of 
Gesario, as a fortunate opportunity for 
enlarging upon those motives, which he 
ventured to hope, would be aU-powerful 
with one so ingenuous and so just. 
• If Giovanni ever indulged a selfish 
joy, this was the period in which he was 
&e most inclined to it : for, in attaining 
Gesario's friendship, he had acquired 
that, which for six years, he had sought 
in. vain — a source of deep, increasing 
interest, calculated to nourish that gene* 
rous sympathy which might be said to 
constitute his very being, and which had 
languished hitherto for want of aliment. 
Giovanni's soul did, in truth, realise 
tlie beau ideal of those eiichanting min* 
9trris of the " olden time,** whose songai 
immortalise some fancied hero, capable 
of love without desire, and friendship 
excelling even that disinterestedness, in 
its capacity of sacrificing the hopes of 

VOL. I. K 
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lof e to impregnable fidelity. Had the. 
(MtmzgA expression of this charaqtei? 
beeiii more ma:rked9 or fluently pcofesded 
by him who bore it, those who s^tudied 
it mighft have believed it t^. cesutt Cjf . a 
stiKHtg ai^iration aHer excellaice» aad 
consequent victory over human weid^* 
Qisd ; but so calmly and unif<^mly did 
it afrpear, on every occasion, i& Giovaimij 
that it was impossible not to consider it 
ab the iiwoluntary habit of a soul f<^w^ 
iiig ita own nature, without ve^taace or 
efiSnrt. 

Although this tranquil constewjf 
stamped a sacred character upon qpia^ 
llties which might otherwise have seemed 
roB^aalic, Giovanoi^ waa less likely to 
leladle enthufiiaflm in his aditurers, than 
to excite in them that stiU, profound 
satisfiskction, with which we contemplate 
beatified naiures^ 

Evw: that which now constituted Im 
own fecial gratification, in tills oew 
bond of amity, w^ more an ammatii^ 
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hope of Imi^ttmg Cesacio faaBea&er, 
than the prospect (delightful as ib ivw). 
of at^eiag biBisielf wkh bk fiiitenal 
aifeetion. 

He foresaw th^ near approach of titat 
crisis in Cesario's connection with Sig^- 
nlH*a Brignoletti, when either his assaidted* 
principles would require the encouragON 
m&at of friendship^ to assist him isr van- 
quishing strong temptatkm to aet wrcmgy 
Or hk belxayed love demand sjsmpoibjr 
and consdatioB. 

<< My heart shall support, him intkafc 
trial/' he said to himself; andGiovimQi: 
' soothed ius own prophetic sadnus with^ 
tins kindly thought. 

It was so sweet to him, to witfiesm 
erery day the rafad increase of Cesacio^s 
confidence; and to observe the nohle 
elements of a eharacter> not yet reduced 
to that harmonious order, that frame of 
moral beauty, to which they seemed des* 
tined, that he eould have chidden the 

It « 
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£iv0i]rable gales, now speeding them on 
their way home. 

But Giovanni was incapable of s^sh- 
ness, even thus ennobled; and he turned 
with pleasure to the certainty of hts 
fiiend'fi honourable welcome from lx» 
country, after the aojuisition of so much 
fenown. 

Cesarlo, on his part, was never weaiy 
of listening tp the wide-reaching conver- 
sation of his friend. His own habits bad 
been more active than studious^; and 
1^i:^h he knew the histories of past 
ages, he rather remembered than re^ 
fleeted on them. 
; Giovanni's remarks taught him that 
^ the instructicm of history lies in the 
ffliportant: lessons it gives; not in its 
othehdse sterile list of facts. He taught 
him to carry every thing back to hi« 
own heart, and his own conduct; to esti- 
mate men's actions by their mdtives; 
and while observing the tissue of their 
crimes, and virtues, and inconsistencies^ 
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to rem^k»;how surely they all tend, in 
the hand of Providence, to the great 
work of human improvement. 

By directing his attention to this ana^ 
lysis of characters and circumstances^ 
Giovanni shook many of Cesario's fa- 
vourite and fostered prejudices : but he 
shook them with so gentle a touch, that 
Cesario's pride was not roused to defend 
them; and thus left to the operations <^ 
truth and tenderness, they were gradu<« 
ally givihg way. 

Giovanni beheld his growing influence 
with generous exultation : for he sought 
Cesario's happiness ; and he wisely ,be^ 
lieved, that he who weeds out a fault, 
and plants a virtue in a friend, does far 
more for his comfort, even here, than he 
that bestows on him all the earthly ob» 
jects of man's desire. 
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CHAPTER XL 



Whvk the victxNrioui gaOies were peace- 
fully moored in the harboar of Genofl, 
Prince Doria procured for his young 
officer, the puldic thanks of the sdgnKHy* 

iliose thanks were followed, in private, 
by the b^r of a pecuniary reward in 
recompense of the Capitain-Basha's ves- 
sel. At that moment, Ceaario thought 
only of his father : he forgot his bondag^^ 
fortune; he forgot even Beatrice; ^^ 
traiisported with filial feelings, could odj 
say, }* A monument for my father in the 
cathedral of San Siro; and this, and aH 
my future services are over-paid !" 

Some eyes were moist that looked on 
him, as he pronounced these words. 

The request was immediately granted; 
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aikl Ceiiarit) Mmself was empow^ered to su- 
perintend its ' execution. It was not the 
costly marble of which this memorid wal( 
afterwards formed ; it was not the story of 
Gianettino Doiia^s deliverance, scu^- 
tured on its fronts it was not the actuai 
banner, then saved with the priuoe, and 
now floatiBg over the pictured scene ; it 
was not even the proud distinction of 
ito being erected by l^e hai^ &t iiii 
cirnntry^ which wrou^t C)esario'« joy 
almost to trai^port. It was th« consci- 
ousness that he had earned this trophy 
with his blood ; a^ th«^ proved hknsdyf 
worthy the na^ of iim to whom it was 
dedicated. 

In this pdous joy, Giovanni cobld ix>w 
ming^le his faithful ^rit, without dsead 
of repulse. When tike monument WM 
placed in die church of San Siro, Cesario^ 
in a paroxysm of re-aws&ened grief j^ 
exultation, ran to throw hinuielf upon 
Giovimni's breast. 

On that kindly breast, he feared not to 
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give those tender feeliags way ^ ^ beneatfi 
that gracious eye^ be suffered his tears 
to flow, cease, and gurii again, in alter* 
nate gusts of recollected and present 
happiness, of regret and gratitude, 9f 
pain and pleasure. 

Giovanni pressed him in a strong em- 
brace, while silently witnesadng these 
bursts of an over-wrought sensibility^ 
<^ Alas, what materials of misery, perhaps, 
are here,*' he said inwardly j **yes: — pf 
misery, in this brief world j but of double 
felicity in the world of spirits.** And at 
that thought, the cloud hanging over 
Giovanni's heavenly countenance at QW^ 
fled. 

Cesario recovered from his stormy 
transports, only to run back to the church 
of San Siro ; to feast his eyes again witt 
the sight of his father's monument ; to 
return once more to Giovanni ; and to 
lose, in his fraternal sympathy, all re* 
membrance of his relationship to the d€r 
stroyer of that honoured parent* 
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Hearts so knit, hearts so cemented y 
yere they ever to be rent asunder? 

O frail estate of man ! 
. After the accomplishment of this sacred 
object, Cesario restored himself to Bea- 
trice. He had sought her immediately 
on landing at Oenoa; and had obtained, 
in that sudden and ^accidentally private 
interview, a full c6hfirmation of what the 
yielded ring Had promised. 

He taught her to consider this ring as 
the talisman by which his late achieve- 
ment had been operated: as such, she 
heard with increased joy of the honouts 
awarded him by the seigniory ; andthough 
she sometimes upbraided him, with sweet 
injustice, for devoting nearly all his 
hours to urge the completion of his 
father's memorial, her anger never out- 
lasted the first kiss which he printed on 
her wiUing hand* 

Cesario was now hurrying along a swift 
stream of transport, that, by its rapidity, 
left him not time to look steadily on the 
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brilliant objects paat which it was sweep- 
ing ; nor to think of the frightful regioi]|8 
into wliich it might eventually bear hinu 
He was sensible but to present felicity $ 
and, far frovti the horrid images of guilt 
aud self-reproach, dreamt not, that evoi 
the tide of happiness, when not watched 
in its flow, may glide at last into their 
gloomy confines. 

The cold salutaticms of the Marchesa 
had no longer power to chill his hopes : 
he followed Beatrice like her shadow; 
and as she scarcely endeavoured to veil 
her partiality for one whom a brilliant 
action covered with glory, even the re- 
straints and the distractions of large so- 
cieties did but feebly shade the lustre of 
his enjoyments. 

The mountain-hut was forgotten : Bea- 
trioe sparkled brightest In the brightest 
scenes : her gay caprices charmitgly va- 
ried the settled forms of a life of r^^e- 
sentdt^ ; and what would elicit these ia 
the calm of retirement ? 
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Cesaiio began to covet honours and 
rewards for the sake of her, whose habitfi^ 
made riches, or at least distinction, neces- 
sary. He therefore panted impatiently 
for another opportunity of deserving and 
winning both. 

Though loving with all the ardour of ei 
first passion, he retained sufficient reason- 
ableness to see the folly of seeking th^ 
Marchesa Brignoletti's consent to his 
ufrion with her daughter* At present, th« 
celebrity of his name was but just rising 
above the ruins of his father^s f<Muiie ? 
the former was yet to be ext^ded ; tkcf 
latter, to be new made : then, and nol 
till then, could he venture to express his 
wishes. 

Cesario submitted to this neceidsity^ 
but he abhorred the thought of shroud* 
ing his attachment by any artifice. Too 
honest, and too proud, to purchase the 
Marchesa's forbearance by the sacrifice 
of self-esteem, he Iteft the secret of hist 
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b^art free to shine out on bis counte* 
oance and in his actions. 
, This principle, very early avowed to 
Beatrice, checked her from uttering a^ 
different one j and she therefore contented 
herself with smiling her sanction to th^ 
candour of her lover, while she cunningly 
tendered the light veil of her own heart 
a little less transparent* 

Beatrice well knew that her mother's 
smothered suspicion of Cesario's atten- 
tionsj before he went to sea, would now 
break out in peremptory commands, un- 
less some adroit stratagems were used to 
lull her alarm. 

She had not courage to confess her 
attachment: much less her determina* 
tion to abide by it : besides, since she had 
wrested tbe avowal of his passion from 
him, she felt the very opposite of a desire 
to run into a desert with him. 

Though she loved Cesario, she loved 
pleasure also; and half her heart's joy 
consisted in seeing him slight every other 



TIW KNIGHT OF ST. JOHN* 205 

be&uty for her sake. There were many .^ 
Ibeauties, whose advances Cesario abso** 
Jutely shunned. All thi^ triumph would 
cease in the mountain-hut: it was there* 
fore her policy to wait the turns of ac- . 
cident, and meanwhile parry her mother's 
:^uspicions• 

To effect this, Beatrice affected entire 
confidence in her mother ; rallied herself, 
with great spirit, upon her evident con- 
quest of so exalted a personage as thi^ 
ruined son of Francisco Adimari ; sported 
with the details of his tender speeches 
;and jealous looks J and, in fine, perfectly 
succeeded in making her mother believe, 
that she despised the lover, while she 
liked the love j and that a little vanity, 
and a little mischief, were her only sti- 
mulants. 

Beatrice, in reality, was amused by the 
success of her scheme ; and, hurrying 
over the question of its morality, she 
found in it as much food for mirth as 
i$helter for inclination* 
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Cesario^ unsuspicious of any nndtf^ 
plot, saw things just asi they seemed: 
and, perhaps, too happy for reflection 
upon his happiness, might never have 
observed the relaxed brow of the Mar<i> 
chesa, had not his friend Giovanni gently 
hinted at her future prohibition <rf hi* 
visits. 

Then it was that Cesario first remarked 
the tranquillity with which she now saw 
his pasidlon for her daughter ; and catcb^ 
ing fire at the thought, his hopes blazed 
forth at once into certainty. 

Surely this quiescence was a tacit per- 
mis^on to win Beatrice by noble explmts! 
Ha was yet but entering the*road <tf 
honour, it is true, and had fortune t<l 
retri^e ; but the blood o£ kings and 
princes filled his veins, rendering it more 
than worthy to mingle with that of the 
Brignoletti. 

The Marchesa must know that hid 
ancestors were sovereigns where he now 
possessed not a rood c£ land ; holding the 
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titlfi of Counts of Genoa for more than 
three centuries. She must know, tha^ 
they claiiped kindred with the illustrious 
Pepin* by whom their jurisdiction was 
bestowed i and that^ although sunk to 
absolute poverty in their solitary repre* 
sentative* remembrance of his family wa? 
still coupled, in the minds of men, with 
ideas of magnificence and power. 

Giovanni listened to the visionary 
transport of his fnend with painful scep^ 
ticism. The Marchesa was not likely to 
be thus actuated by the mere diadows of 
precious things, when their realities might 
be offered to her daughter by more forr 
tunate rivals. Yet such romance was 
possible; or rather it was possible that 
an excess of maternal fondness might in^ 
duce her to sacrifice her own wish of an 
equal alliance for her dau^ter, to that 
daughter's peculiar happiness. 

Giovanni wished this might prove the 
case, but he ventured not to hope it) 
yet too tender for the severest office of 
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friendship^ he contented himself with 
turning the projects of Cesario*s love to- 
wards the interests of his glory. 

' After signalising himself in the de- 
fence ' of his country and the protection 
of Christendom, should this cherished 
friend be disappointed of the lovely re- 
ward which now animated him, still there 
would remain for him the substantia] pos- 
sessions of an honourable reputation/ re- 
vived fortunes, and the consciousness of 
high desert. 

In Giovanni's estimation, these bless- 
ings, with friendship added, included all 
that life had of desirable and noble; and 
while he contemplated the possibility of 
disappointment to his friend's passion, he 
believed that such a catastrophe would 
eventually lead that ardent soul, as it had 
impelled his own, to fix upon great and 
imperishable objects alone. 

Beatrice was yet personally unknown 
to Giovanni ; for the latter found much 
to occupy his time after his retiifn bome» 
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and the former had little inclination to 
n\ake the acquaintance of one whom she 
persisted in imagining disagreeable, be- 
cause he had once been almost a monk^ 
and was, even now, resolved never to 
jiiarry* 

. In truth, Beatrice generally felt pretty 
accurately upon most subjects without 
the trouble of reasoning : and, though 
quite unreflecting upon her own conduct, 
itemed to know by intuition that her 
lover's friend would scrutinise and con- 
demn what that dazzled lover admired. 

Giovanni might detect her subtle game 
;with the Marchesa i and if once he .di« 
rected Cesario's eyes to the fact, she felt 
certain that her humiliation in her lover's 
opinion would be the immediate conse^ 
quencct 

Beatrice was yet too impractised to 
have divined the baneful secret of making 
an excess of love her apology for every 
violation of dignity or morality : a secret^ 
it is ^aid, by whiph the Ipftiest manly 
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cfaaractar is bent to tlieiiUMSt d^rading 
coiinectiom. 

She knew that Cec^ario's censure woukl 
oveiwhehii her with shame ; and she 
therefore studiously avoided the person 
whose discernment and austere principles 
threat^ied her little artifices with de- 
struction. 

Under these io^ressions, Beatrice 
evaded Giovanni's introduction ; and i^ 
did this the more easily from his frequent 
absences* 

He was desirous of providing for thd 
shelter and refreshment of the humbler 
order of travellers among tlie wild moun^ 
tains leading into Lombardyj and for 
this purpose he promoted and superim 
tended the erection <^ several smali 
buildings, where both rest and r^resh'» 
ment were to foe furnished at his expense. 

Another occupation, equally benevo- 
lent in its object, but visionuy in its 
hopes, Witlidrew him yet more &oin 1M>- 
ciety } stole him &om his sleep, his food. 
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his exercise, and rendered ail tfatngs in- 
deferent to him, excepting the company 
ofCe8ario« 

TUf occupation was the study of the 
Genoese laws ; and t)i€ dbject he sought 
to g^ was ibe r^irersai of that sentence 
by which he possessed the estate of Adi- 
xnari. - ' 

Ere he embraced the prdfession of 
knighthood, Giovanpi, in common with 
every other Genoese youth, had devoted 
much attention to legal studies : it was 
the regular course in educating persona 
destkied from their birth to contend for 
the highest offices in the republic. 

He now returned to these studies with 
a zest they bad not before ; fondly be^ 
lieving he shoidd find some fcM'gotten 
utatute or precedent which might warrant 
him in , agitating a new process, and 
finally restore to Cesario the home of his 
ancestors. 

Surrounded by books and.parchments» 
all speaking the same tasteless language. 
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Giovanni was so often found by his 
friend, that the latter could nfot forbear 
rallying liim on the sterile road his am- 
bition l^ad now chosen. Giovanni wou)d 
only smile, too happy in the conscious 
ness of seeking Cesario's benefit, and not 
those civic honours of which he believed 
himself as yet unworthy ; and for which, 
indeed, neither his habits nor inclinatiom 
fitted him. 

His track, could he now have chc^n 
it, would have been the one his father 
had withdriawn him from : it would have 
been that of arms, pursued in the name 
and for the interests of religion. But as 
it was, with particular duties to fulfil^ 
and private friendship to gratify, he va8 
content to consider the situation of ^ 
active citizen, as that for which fto^i* 
dence had ordained him ; and to go on 
jn it content and cheerful. 

Occupied as he was by his buildi^^ 
and his application to law-books, Gio- 
vanni was too anxious to study the cbA* 
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ntctqr of 3, woman on whom Cesario's 
fe$ce depended, not to remark with con- 
siderable.mortificationthat every arrange* 
ment for his visiting at the Palazzo Rosso 
was continuail V frustrated by her frivolous 
excuses. 

Far from guessing the real, reason-— 
her awe of, and distaste to his character,-— 
he concluded she must be of a jealous 
disposition ; and that even friendship was 
in her eyes a treachery to love. 
: Sometimes this conjecture made him 
uneasy at the effect of her influence over 
the heart she would rule so exclusively ; 
but the Napprehension lasted not a mo* 
ment: Cesario's speaking countenance^ 
whatever else it expressed of sadness or 
of joy unconnected with . Giovanni, was 
still expressive of grateful, spontaneous, 
fraternal affection. 

Still, with Giovanni only, did he talk 
of his father and his boyish days: still, 
with him only, did he give voic^ to the 
day-dreanus of a youthful soul, animated 
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by the emfilatioa of eveiy tUng nobie, 
every thing praiseworthy ; atnmated too 
by love. 

It is only when our hearts thus Husk 
aloud in the presence of another, that we 
have found a friend ; that noble abaadonw 
fluent is the pledge of mutual fiuth. 

Since their interchange of vows cfo tb^ 
dedk of the San Lorensio, Cesario and 
Giovanni had opened to each other the 
inmost recesses of their souk ;. they haii 
led each other back from the full' stxeam 
of ikeii present friendship to iti hidde» 
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in their mukuoli confesiaon^ e&chtfbuodl 
more to esteem in the character of the 
other: Cesario r^roached his own proud 
prepidices, whidh bad urged h jxsr so iA&» 
to repuUie with bitterness the gende nsu 
ture that approached him so amiably > 
and.Giovanni taxed himself with injustice 
because be had not divined what it cost 
Cesario to treat him with ferocity. 

Thus each saw more to priae in bis 
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friend) and more to r^ent of in himself; 
consequently, thje wish of repairing in-* 
justice gave fresh energy to the in^ulse 
of inclination. 

It was no loiter bitterness for Cesario 
to re-tread his father's steps on the ter-* 
race at the Marino, or to sit in the seat 
he used to love, under the old cedar; 
thia braved spot was indeed no longer 
his, but it was the property of one who 
g^eved over its possession ; who reve<« 
renced every meiiftorial of the sacred 
liead ; and who, while ^ologising for his 
unwilling detention of a place so dear, 
by degrees cooiyinced Cesario that justice 
attached it to the Cigala property. 

Cesario ceased, therefore, ta eonsidec 
the subject with acrimony : it was oely 
when he thought his father's life had 
fallen a sacrifice to this hardly-enforced 
rights that he felt all his former passions 
* rekindte. 

At first, Giovsmnijpressed on him th» 
occupation of this endeared villa ; but 
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Cesario could not forget that it was the 
son of Paulo Cigala who would thus lend 
him what had once been his own, and 
he refused it with impetuosity ;. the next 
instant he softened his refusal by a look 
that spoke volumes ; and by the pro* 
mise of usang the Marino as if it were 
still his home. 

Giovanni pardoned him this imperfect 
tion of friendship ; and serenely waitii^ 
the eflFects of time and increased con- 
fidence, forbore to hint to him what he 
longed to urge — an equal participation 
in each other's fortunes. 

Giovanni could not resign his kindred^s 
right to the Marino ; nor would he aban- 
don it to the possession of any one less 
anxious than himself, to preserve it in its 
original beauty ; but he abhorred the 
thought of appropriating the liberal re- 
turns of this estate to the purposes of his 
own establishment : he therefore devoted 
them exclusively to acts of charity. 

Through the medium of the Redemp- 
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tkm iFiiai^) the reotB of tbe^Macinorwisne 
eoifibyed ia mBaoming Chrastiw Awrm. 
Many a hxsfpeless captive, who kid Icaig 
languisftied under tlie tyranny of Algerme 
•HiasterS) was thqs releag^ed from toil ^nd 
wS^^iog^ and restored to Ins hracie^ 

Cesacio iaocidentaily discoverlsd tfais 
merci&d dnstitiation ofmesMtk which wm 
■onoe.iifii.awn^ and loving Gtovanfii (iie 
Abetter &r Che discovery, he no longer 
aillo^ed himself to regret the loss of a 
fortune which, instead 'Of increasing ^e 
luxuries of one indi^(kial, bestowed bless- 
ings iqioa ttainbers» 

. Meanwhile, he continued to reside with 
the good Syndic and his wife ; content 
to live with iiie utmost simplicity, and 
entering crowds only at the Pakazbs 
Boria and Rosso. 

His farmer associate, M»rco Dotia, 
iiad long sinlce abandoned the falconer's 
cottage ; atid was again afloat ^upon the 
idle currente of vamy aiid dissipatii^. 
They met wHih ike ^me cordiality as 

VOL. I. L 
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fonnerly, though their companionship 
was somewhat injured by Cesario^s nobler 
tie with Giovanni, and yet more, by a 
new whim of flie Iris-humoured Marco. 

This absurd young man, as if in de- 
fiance of -his own capricious character, 
had fotmally assumed the office of ciees- 
beo to a lady then newly married : by 
this act he bound himself to servitude 
without relaxation or without recom- 
pcinse ; for in that early age it was 
neither libertiiDism which sought, nor 
infidelity that rewarded this irksome en- 
gagement. It was simply the shadow of 
what had once had form and substance 
in the days of chivalry. 

X)ttring the period of the crusades, we 
read, that it was customary for each mar- 
ried wearer of the Cross, ere he embarked 
for the Holy Land, to leave his wife 
jCinder the charge qf some trusty friend, 
whose vigilant eye was to watch over the 
honour and affections of the lady; thus 
preserving for the absent warrior the 
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treasure of domestic happiness. We may 
thience conclude that in process of timp 
this chivaliic institution softened into one 
less arduous ; and the friend who woul4 
formerly have been called on to become 
responsible for the virtue of the lady in- 
.trusted to his. care, was. only required to 
watch over her outward demeanour in 
public 01 private circles ; to animate her 
innocent pleasures, and protect her from 
neglect or insult. 

At what time this harmless, nay kindly 
appointment sunk into the odium it is 
now said to deserve, it is impossible to 
guess, and would be revolting to-enquire : 
suffice it, the cicesbei were originally 
characters of the noblest class ; afterr 
wards, of the most amiable j now, alas, 
too frequently of the basest. 
. The person to whom Marco Doria had 
engaged himself was the Signora Calva, 
a woman of honour, but of more spirit 
than sense : well-inclined to enjoy all the 
privileges which her situation might give 

L 2 



her over tbe 1JN|S(e aad i^tentiom <£ sii 
ftlAiHsing young ntan, and to laugii at tlie 
yivlvdlingnefts mth which she foresaw Iver 

-would very «oo& reader tbew 
' Sdiiig iifae favourite cousin aad coin«' 
pabipn of Beatrice Brignoietti, her cma 
natural vivacity was often heightened hrto 
mischief by her friend's wilder spirits 4 
iMsd Marbo Doria's paitience or const^tiej 
was thus put to many a .sevece test. 

The very act of accepdng Marco as 
her cicesl>eo had been a sshctne bi* mirth 
ooAcearted between Signora Caiva, b^ 
bridegroonl/ and Beatriee^ Tbey ami* 
e^at^ much eHtertaammxit from ih^ 

,^6al m&k which he woidd begin his hew 
duties, and the loaithii^ with . wfaicfa be 
w^uld eventually meek their ^erSmmr- 

^ ance : their triumph was to CQn^st iA 
^driving him to the desperate act oof en- 
treating for a release. - 
, Ifie affair had already lieached its se- 
c<^d stage of w^ambmeness to Marce 
Pcytia, when Cesario I'etumed ftom sea; 



^H£ KVIGHT 09 ST. XOHITa 2S1' 

but whether Marco h^ conceived a si^« 
picioct of eoUusioQ madngst the partiei^ - 
and was eiseited to disappoint their gdod- 
hiiiDjoured sdaiice^ or whekker he reallj 
coasidered adherence to thb engagement 
as a point of honour, or whether he^ sim* 
ply endeavoured to prove thab l^e could 
persevere when he chose to do so, |d 
doubtful; but it is certain that he did 
persevere^ * 

In vain Stgnora Calva flew from town 
to country, from carnival to fair, from 
hawking to angling, frdtii praying to 
dancing ; in vain she varied her hnihaur 
from gay to grave, from amiable to 
aiufitere, ftom mild to vidddc^ive : Marco 
Doria kept to his poiEft ; and, ever at h» 
side, performed aU the duties of a Kege 
cicesbeo, with apparent satisfaection* 

The allied powers were nearly weaided 
out by this uniforeseen dissimulation; arid 
were busily plotting some ruse de guerre 
by which to capture him at once, when 
one of their members, a passive one in- 

h S 
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deed, was suddenly detached from the 
confederacy. — Cesario went on service. 

Advice was brought to Genoa, that 
a Barbary cruiser had made a descent 
upon the coast of Tuscany during the 
night, carried off several of the inha- 
bitants, and was now proceeding with 
her prey towards the Straits of St* Bo* 
ni&cio. 

The horror of such events was never 
diminished by their frequency ; for as 
every village, and solitary mansion, along 
the shores of the Mediterranean and the 
Adriatic, had either sufficed from the 
fear or the reality of such visitations, 
daring the last twenty years ; they shud- 
dered^ .with more than pity, when they 
heard of those calamities befalling their 
neighbours. 

What indeed could exceed the horror, 
of men being suddenly snatched from 
the rbosoms of their families ; or what is 
worse, of seeing their wives, children^ and 
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parents, plunged into the same misery 
with themselves ? 

: Neither sex, age, character, nor con- 
dition, was spared by these ocean robbers. 
The great and the mean, the rich and the 
poor, were alike torn without remorse 
from their enjoyments and their ties ; and 
carried into captivity. 
*: But a few years had elapsed, since their 
audacious enterprises were on the point 
of being crowned by the possession of 
liie supreme Bontiff himself ; and as this 
terrible incident was fresh in every mind, 
it rendered the images of the pirates as 
impious as formidable. 

'No sooner did tiie rumour of their 
present descent reach Cesario, than, 
agitated by compassion for the poor Tus- 
cans, excited by the hope of regaining 
them, and thus finding glory in the ser- 
vice of Humanity, he ran to the Prinee 
of Melfi} and besought Jiis interest with 
the Seigniory, for pennission to fcBlow 
the pirates. 

L 4 
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His . earn^stn^s, his foi^itter gallant 
conduct, the urgency of. the: occasion^ 
and the strenuous recommendation of the 
s^dmiialk prevailed on the d(^e and his 
counsellors. A gailiot was then lymg in 
the harbopr, just returnftd £rom a short 
qruise,. the captaia of which was, disabled 
by illness. To the command of this ve^'- 
sel> Cosano was immediately appQinted; 
md in less than four hours from the cony 
firmat»>a. of tfa» report, he wa» at sea. . . 

The. pr^sit^ nature c^ hts^ eiiteirprke 
qnly allowed bi^ to take a written fai»K 
well of Be$trice» and to leave a jousting 
message at Giovanx)a*s door^ 

That valued friend was go»e for a few 
d^ys to luis house beyond Fietra I^na^ 
sefra; Httle im^imng> thaft ere he 
sJMiHiild i^urn^ Cesario would be agatm 
seeking honour at the cannon's m<9ii*h» 
40. t3ie ^entful ocean.. 

ik had been Giovanni's detesmiaatioA 
t^cshare^ all fuitaore perils with the man to 
whom he had consecrated his frismdihip ; 
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what then was his tnoTtxSeaiia% to leara 
by the arrival of a searvaixt, thalk C^sairiofs 
vessel ha,d been long out of sight ere the 
mim "idsi Genoa ^ and that the galley he 
chased, was commanded b^ the desperate 
pirate DeUi Rais ! 

Cesario, with all his braVeiy and talenl^ 
was yet but imperfectly versed in the 
subtler part of a profession, where skilful 
manoeuvre so often baffles the hardiest 
spirit. Delli Rais, educated by the for- 
midable Dragut, was known to have im- 
bibed, not only the daring character of 
his master, but hiB keener genius for 
stratagem. He knew, too, every inch of 
coast from the mouth of the Nile to 
the Pillars of K[prcules. ^ 

With such an adversary, even Cesario's 
courage (and it was that of a lion) would 
be of no avail ; unless assisted by the ex- 
perience of practised seamen and officers. 
Giovanni rationally concluded, that the 
Prince of Melfi had foreseen and provided 
for this J and he strove, therefore, to confine 
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his concern solely to the regret of not 
sharing danger atfd honour with the friend 
he loved. 

' That regret was indeed deep and sin- 
cere j for his spirit panted for action; 
and his heart sunk at the prospect of a 
long chasm in their daily intercQurse^ 
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CHAPTER XII. 



JVlusiNG over these things, during his 
return from a charitable errand, Gijovanni 
stopped to observe the effect of a moqti- 
light upon the broken side of a ruined 
chapel, which started from an Ilex wopd 
overhanging his path. 

The silvery touches of that lovely light, 
beautifully contrasted with the deep ver- 
dure of the trees J and the fresh night 
air, just quivering their twinkling leaves, 
seemed, as it moaned round the de- 
serted edifice, to utter the dirge of de- 
parted time. 

Giovanni fixed his eyes upon the shat- 
tered remains of a cross, in the open area 
of the building : it was nearly overgrown 
with wild vine. That emblem, so sacred in 

L.6 
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hi3 estimation, and so degraded, changed 
his thoughts ; and ceasing to admire the 
prospect of mountain,. woody and dell, he 
thought only of restoring the temple of 
the Saviour to' its origiiiAt order. 

Though the ruin was not on his do- 
main, he was tolerably certain that no 
one would obstruct him in the executiAii 
of so. pious a work ; and delighting hwot 
«d£ with the prospect of its: completioiH 
he was proceeding,, with U$ swords to 
cut away the fbul weeds clasping tfee 
cross, when the shriek of a woman made 
him start forward,, and look rou&d fioar.her 
that ^tered it. _ 

His astonishment was; extreme, when 
he behddi a young creature in tfae> dreas 
of a novice, but without her veil, ak»»« 
and running towards him with the air &£ 
one distracted. 

^ C\ save me ! sir,'* she eiraed; " you 
are a^ kaightT-T-.pretect me-r-i^aibde me !' --^ 

Misled by a badge of tbe wdfif to 
Vfhiish Gieytamsd fermerly belviiged^ asd 
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whidi he still wore in pious memorial,, 
the' lady almo$t threw herself into hia 
arms, striving to cover her face with his 
mantle; Giovanni ftung it round her, oaad 
bore her into the chapel. 

He th^ seated himself by her, upon 
a frggoient of stone ; and as the p^ 
itto^abe^m fell upon her, whitening the 
paojiting^ neck and rounded cheek, from 
whkh terror h^d banished coitour ; a& its 
tremulous, light glittered on the tears in 
her Qyes,, he tiaoughl; he had ranely seeipi 
' any thing so lovely. 
. His. own i^d eyes,^ full (^ tendei 
concern, and his usuaplly composed cofq^ 
{d£fxion,.heigbt^[iedinto lustre by surprise, 
were displayed to advahtag/a by the saim 
aai^ light. Th^ novice evidently beheld 
theia»> and his superb figure, which the 
wa^t of his mantle fully discovered, with 
wondering admiration ; for she ga^ed at 
htm in silence, uneoijuscioud that he ad^ 
dressed hef . . 

<* What am I to protect you froa^i 
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madam ?'* he asked respectfully, remov- 
ing his supporting arm when he saw her 
recovering. — <* Where may I conduct 
yofu ?— by your dress^* — He glanced ^ 
her white garments and ebon crucifix. 

The brightest and deepest blushes 
then overspread the youthful face of the 
novice ; she turned away in some con- 
fusion, faintly repeating, in a voice be- 
tween weeping and smiling, " This dress 
is a disguise j I am not a religious-— 
I have been mistaken for one, and am 
pursued by the brethren of San E%enio. 
O* sir, if they discover who I am 
where, where will you hide me !" — 

More perplexed, and amazed than be- 
fore, Giovanni's looks expressed extreme 
disturbance. " I can conceal you here 
for a while, madam,'* he said : "I have a 
sword, and will defend you, with my 
life, against every thing but the au- 
thority of the church.*' And as he 
spoke, he advanced to the entrance of 
the chapel. 
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A mingled confusion of laughter, hal- 
loos, and expressions of alarm, was heard 
from that quarter of the wood whence 
th^ lady had issued ; and Giovanni dis- 
tinctly heard a boy's voice calling, " Sigr 
nora, Signora! there is nothing to fear.'* 

The sound was speedily followed by 
the appearance of a motley groupe of 
men and women, in religious habits, 
whose laughing exclamations quickly 
brought the fictitious novice from hex 
retrieat. 

A hurry of embraces, congratulations^ 
reproaches, and interrogations, then fol- 
lowed, whije Giovanni stood clasping his 
useless, sword with the air of a man 
awaking from a dream. All he could 
collect from the scene, was that one 
party had attempted to impose upon the 
other, and that the last had outwitted 
the first. 

" Do I leave you in the hands you 
wish, madam?'* asked Giovanni, taking 
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up his cloak which the lady had let fall, 
and preparing to depart* 

" G you Bfiuflt not leave me, my pro- 
tector/' 1^ replied, ardently catchxi^ 
his arm : ^' I have not thanked you yet^-^- 
By what name must I address you?'* 

" Surely it is^Signor' Cigala!'* said one 
of tiie company, coming forward, and 
discovering, under the cowl of a monk, 
the piqua&t coimtenance of Marco 
Ddria. 

"Cigala! — the friend of Cesacio^!*' 
repeated the ktdy wiUi airintatibiik— 
*« Ah Signor ! then you niuat not go*** 

Giovanni looked at her while she 
spoke i and the mioonlight now showed 
that lately-pale face, sparkling with coHour 
and joy* He could not mistake that 
raycmarOe complexion which his friend 
had so often described: **The Signora 
Brignoletti !'* he repeated, and rei^ect* 
fuUy kissed her extended hand. 

Her spirits, the distant place in w&ich 
they met, and the childish trick which 

»3 
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had caused ' their meeting, convinced 
GiovaiiQi that Beatrice was yet igndrant 
of her lover's departure from Genoa j. 
and at this thought he fixed his eyes on 
her with a look of tender commiseration. 

Beatrice was not very able in thte 
knowledge of countenance, and she mis- 
took that expression for one of pure^ 
Admiration. ^^ This is the man who fore- 
swears the power of beauty^'' she said to 
herself ;^ and, from that instant, she forgot 
he was also the friend of her k>ver. 

The Signora Calva's req^uest,. that 
Giovanni would return , with them to 
hiis caisino,' was seconded with m:U!eh coff 
diality by Ma;rco Doria, and with mor^ 
eiurnestness by Beatrice. Uneasily anxipa$ 
to see her character .closer, he yi^dded 
immediate consent ; and the lively petiiyi 
proceeded down, the mountain^ 

Dwcing their walk homewards, and it 
was net a short one, the mystery of tbek 
disguises was explaiiaed to him: h^ 
leam<rd that a trick had been devised 
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between Signora Caiva and Beatrice, by 
which they hoped to seduce Marco Doi 
ria from his duty to the former: — a 
pretty page belonging to the latter was 
dressed in the habit of a novice, and in* 
structed in a tale of parental tyranny, 
likely to enlist Marco's knight-errantry 
on her side : the boy's effeminate beauty 
and ^well-taught flatteries, were expected 
to work upon his susceptibility, or va>- 
tiity; and as this pretended novice's 
task was to Jget him to elope with her 
from the pursuit of her relations, &c. it 
was hoped thiit Marco would fall into 
the snare, and thus leave the field to the 
conquerors of his constancy. Beatrice^ 
in the character of a sister-novice, could 
not Infuse herself the imprudent amuse- 
ment of witnessing Marco's delusion. 
The scheme was admirably planned, they 
thought; for Marco accompanied the 
Signora Calva and her husband to their 
country-house, unconscious that Beatrioe 
was concealed in it j and that the tender 
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billet, he xefceived the next day, appoint- 
ifig an interview that night, wis written 
by her pen. 

But unfortunately for the conspiring 
ladies, Signor Calva, with true esprit de 
corps, felt reluctant to cover one of his 
Own majestic sex with shame and ridi- 
cule; so, counterplotting his wife and 
her friend, he concerted with Marco the 
merry revenge of allowing the two no- 
vices to repair, in all the pomp of th<Slr 
vestal veils, to the appointed spot, and 
then to itish on them in the character of 
monks. 

The terror of public exposure and 
spiritual censure, fully revenged Marco ; 
for the poor page actudly fainted away 
at the sight of such a crowd of ecclesi- 
astics, (as Signor Galva h^d strengthened 
his party by servants^) and Beatrice flew, 
in terror, she knew not whither. 

Some reproaches, but more^lively sal- 
lies, were mutually exchanged; after 
which, the tie between Marco and the 



Sd6 TH£^ KNI6HT OF ST. JOHN^ 

family of Signor Calva was anikably dis- 
solve and the former left free to follow 
his own caprices. 

Meanwhile many a courteous qieech 
and Eupbrosyne glaiice from Beatticci 
tried to sojfiten the severity with whieh 
Giovanmi felt inclined to consider b^ 
sbwe in the transaction. He liked nol 
the levity of a temper so eager fot 
aaiHisement^ it seemed to him, that i^ 
heart occupied by one powerful seii^* 
inent, and that too clouded by appreb^B;* 
sion» should have no room for ehilidiA 
mirth. 

Ought any thing to delight, ought toy 
thing to be sought with avidity uneon* 
pected with the object dearest in life? 
Giovanni remembered the days of k>VQ 
with himself, and answered no. 

It was not that he doubted the sini^^ 
rity of Beatrice's attachment ; he quar- 
relled only with its nature. 'Twas such 
as might content a common mind, be- 
cause to such it w^uM Mi^ reply ; bitt 
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how. was it to satisfy such a heart a|^ 
Cesiu4o's ? 

Wherowas that exdusivOi concentrated 
ardour, that indifference to all, beyond 
dfnties and honourable affections ? Where 
was that deep tenderness, almost amount- 
ing to melancholy ; that existence but in 
tiie presence, or in the praise of its ob» 
ject, which should have kept Beatrice 
£rom leaving Genoa and Cessuio, merely 
-to indulge a girlish caprice? In short, 
where was that vital glow of perfect sytitt 
Apathy, which would preseve their attach- 
menti after youth and beavty was gone P 
. Gibv^mni often looked at his &ir cofh« 
^fsmion, involuntarily looked at her, and 
sighed, as these reflections passed through 
his mind ; anc^ at those times her bright- 
ened, eyes and comple:^on made his 
heart smite ^m. 

Why should his obaervatioa i^ase her, 
uniess from his association with the 
image of Cesario?— "1 judge women 
like a monk P' he said to. himself '^ and. 
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perhapa* like an enemy : tbat is imjust-^-^ 
I will study her more closely;** — and, 
from that mom^nt» he attached himself 
to her side. 

The Signora Calva received the mot- 
ley groupe with just as niuch participa- 
tion with their merriment, as sat well 
upon a married woman: a collation of 
fruits and ices refreshed them after dieir 
adventures ; and Giovanni had, then, 
ample opportunity of seeing every indi- 
vidual in their genuine character; ' . 

Mirth banished ceremony j their plot 
and counterplot were pimply discussed, and 
laughed over : they rallied each other on 
thjeir several 'follies with as much point 
as good-humour ; and a whimsical de- 
bate, in which the whole company joined, 
vas end^d only by ^ display of Signora 
Brignoletti's peculiar talent.. 

The question agitated was, in what 
pursuit the greatest proportion of human 
happiness is to be found ? 

One person named ambition^ another 

14 
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social pliEJasures, a third study, a fourth 
the fine arts, &c. r when Beatrice was 
asked, she gaily snatched up her lute, 
and bending over it for a few seconds in 
silence, burst into an extempore declara- 
tion in favour of love. 

The sportive gknee with which, she 
first took the instrument, was succeeded 
by a look of brief but intense thought j 
the next instant, a bright illumination of 
intelligence and emotion spread over her 
face, while, with the voice and air of in- 
spiration, she chanted this momentary 
yhapsody : — •. 

O ! it is sweet, on one alone^ 
In waking dreams to muse away 
The hoiirs of night, the hoiirs of day ; 
, And as the tide of time is^ flowing, ■ 
To see but one reflection glowing 
On its clear glass ! 
< What matters then, the moments gone, 
Since others pas^ ? 

Yes, through that stream, so clear, so deep,. 
Ilk beauty ever-brightening,' rises 
The form our soul enamoured prizeei ; 
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E«ck tender Gkarm agab rqpeadng, 
Still, still renewed, thpugh eirer fleeting. 

Wave follows wave, 
Wkile trancing echoes o'er them sweep, 

From M.pmioit^^-% c^ve. 

Then shall we scale the rocks of power. 

Or colder study's stormy height, 

Or weave 4fie flowerets, fair as fl%h|| 

Of pleasures vain and unabiding ? — 

No — still where Time's full stream is gliding 

Through Love's green bower. 

With thriUing heart and tranced ejc^ 
There let me live — ^I ask no more — 

Tiiere let me die ! 

* s, - - 

• N 

When Beatrice concluded, the br%lri>. 
^st colours of the seducing passion sfa^ 
sung, painted her cheek ; and an expres- 
sion, at once intoxicating and embairass- 
ing, thrilled from her kindled eyes. Gio- 
vanni turned away his from their iscarcely. 
encountered glance. There was nothing 
in her impromptu to find a tangible fault 
with ; yet he liked not the subject, sung 
witfe such enthusiasm by a woman. .. 

Irove, chaste, regulated love ; deitoted 
to one : deserving object, is natural and 
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honourable in that tender sex, which 
Providence has destined, to bless the 
home of man : but it is as natural for 
woman to blush at the avowal of the 
sentiment, as to feel it; and she who 
can discourse on it with the least restraint, 
and the. greatest energy, is precisely she 
, with whom it is rarely but a gust of pas- 
sion : — so true is it, that " love bums 
the brightest in the purest breast.'^ 

Giovanni made no audible remark 
upon the song of the fair Improvisatrice, 
though all around him were clamorous 
in its praise : he sat silent, disturbed and 
meditative, with his eyes fixed on the 
ground. 

Beatrice saw that she had agitated 
him ; how, she guessed not ; — very dif- 
ferent were the feelings she vainly at- 
tributed to that spotless heart, from what 
really worked there. 

After a long and uheasy reverie, Gio- 
vanni rose, and said good night to the 
company, leaving Beatrice still in igno- 

VOL. I. M . 
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ranee of Cesario's absence. He departed, 
carrying with him a painful doubt of her 
substantial worth. " The woman that 
has not modesty," he thou^t, " is des- 
titute of virtue's strongest out-work.'* 
. ' That she was charming, bewitching, 
infatuating, he acknowledged; but itHMi^ 
witchery, she unconsciously exerted; it 
voas infatuation, she excited; it was some- 
thing, which fled the glance of reason. 
. Levity of disposition, indiscretion of 
conduct, and instability of taste, appeared 
to him visible in all her words and ac- 
tions. It was a character, innocent per- 
haps, but not principled ; one that might 
have been moulded to good, by judicious 
restraint, and consistent example in child- 
hood; but which, left to the accidents of 
rank, and her own humour, by feeble- 
minded relatives, was fast verging to- 
wards evil. . 

Giovanni thought it was possible to 
save this almosi-interesting young crea^ 
ture from the moral alteration that 
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threatened her \ and thus reconciled to 
the sadden departure of Cesario, he re- 
solved to devote the period of his absence 
to the endeavour of rendering his mis- 
tress more worthy of him. 
- Very different was the state of Bea- 
trice's mind, at the same period: all 
there was delighted confusion. A mul- 
titude of indistinct images, as bright as 
fleeting, appeared to her successively. 
Now it was Giovanni, subdued by her 
charms; struggling between love aiid 
friendship; while she nobly preserved 
her faith, and bestowed her hand on 
Cesario: then it was the same Giovanni, 
driven to distraction by her rigour ; and, 
either roving among savage solitudes, a 
maniac for her sake, or dying in some 
distant celly a martyr to that love which 
not even the gloom of a cloister could 
extinguish. 

Then the picture changed ; and for a 
moment "she fancied Cesario forgotten; 
and herself at the bridal altar with the 
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once-famed Knight of St. John, whom 
every female eye must admire, and every 
female heart covet! 

Her heart beat quick at this imagina- 
tion ; and it was hard to say, whether its 
pulsation was more increased by plea- 
sure or by self-condemnation. But, ac- 
customed to discard every unpleasing 
thought as it arose, Beatrice shifted the 
the picture and the feeling, hurrying 
from the uncertain future to the agree- 
able present. 

Again and again she compared the ex- 
terior of the two friends ; and, as she did 
so, wondered that she had considered Ce- 
sario's as the perfection of manly beauty. 

It is true, his- figure was agile and 

finely-turned; abounding in those soette 

and light movements, which display 

grace and denote activity: it was such as 

' we imagine in the messenger of the gods. 

But Giovanni might have passed for 
one of the gods themselves. His were 
the sublime proportions, and sublimer 
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grace of the matured Apollo: and if 
Cesario's countenance, interested by the 
incessant play of passions which appeared 
in its clouds and sunshine, expressing 
alternately the weakness, the struggles, 
and the hard-earned victories of huma- 
nity; Giovanni's, elevatied by that divine 
expression of serenity and greatness 
fwhich rose above every other, and pro* 
claimed the immortal 

In short, Beatrice was strudc by that 
singular mixture of the powerful and the 
peacefiil, the mild and the commanding^ 
which distinguished Giovanni from all 
his kind: and, perh^s, the proud thought 
of troubling that superb calm of counte- 
nance and of character, was the source 
of an inclination, which, she afterwwds 
believed, sprung solely from admiration 
of this noble superiority. 

Much of vanity, more of roving ima- 
gination, and still more of habitual sel£> 
indulgence, had in less than three hours 
turned the current of her desires ii)to a 
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new channel; and perceiving Acthing 
distinctly, because she would not look at 
any thing steadily, she was now com- 
mehcing a career of dishonourable incon- 
stancy. 

In his road to Genoa the ensuing day^ 
Giovanni called at the house of Signor 
Calva, to thank him for his hoi^itality of 
the foregoing evening; and to acquaint 
Signora Brignoletti of Cesario's cruize* 

As he passed an orange-grove in the 
garden, he saw her alone, collecting its 
scattered blossoms: she dropther fra-i 
grant spoils through haste to meet him. 

Solicitude to please one, whose dignify 
awed her, now tempered her excessive 
vivacity ^ and Giovanni, after a short 
dialogue, began to think her character 
i^$: volatile than her manner. 

He sat down by her, under one of the 
orange-trees, while asking her commands 
for Genpa. 

" You may carry this flower from me 
to your friend, if you will," she said, 
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blushing with pretty coquetry, and ex^ 
pecting. him to look, at least, a desire of 
keeping it for himself. 

But Giovanni, not liking her manner, 
gravely put it by with his hand, answer* 
ihg, that he believed his friend was now 
seeking a nobler reward on the ocean. 

A start, an exclamation, almost sL shriek 
from Beatrice, whose conscience smote 
her for the. reveries of the past night, 
made Giovanni's air change from auste-* 
rity to tenderness: he l(>oked kindly on 
her while Jie explained the nature of 
Cesario's enterprise; and e^Ctolled, not 
merely his bravery, but his humanity in 
this voluntary cruise. 

Beatrice wept with the impetuosity cf 
^a child: at every pause in her gust of 
grief, enumeriating the dangers that me^ 
' naced Cesario, and condemning hen^elf 
for this foolish visit to Signora Calva, 
since it had prevented her from receiving 
his perhaps last farewell ! 

Giovanni comforted her by every ar* 
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gument in his power; agreeably sur- 
prised by her excess of ieeling, and little 
aware of its transitory nature. 

He strove, at the same time, to impress 
on her, as he always did on Cesario, that 
the blameless accomplishments of their 
wishes could only be effected by the ac- 
quirement of that fame, and those distinc* 
tions (if not fortune), which Cesario must 
find in the path of danger ; or be deemed 
both insolent and mercenary, when he 
should sue for her hand. 

" I fear/* he said, " that you must 
discipline your mind to endure a long 
probation of anxiety and frequent sepa- 
ration/* 

" Oh, *tis what he suffers I*' she rashly 
exclaimed* ** He loves me so much, 
that I should be^ ungrateful, insensiblet 
not to weep as I am now doing !** 

Giovanni averted his gentle eyes as 
she spoke; believing those broken sen- 
tences proceeded from maiden bashfiil- 
ness, unwilling to confess its own tender- 



viess ) but, at a vety distant period, he 
recalled it as a proof that Iter's was a 
love of gratitude, rather than of spon- 
taneous preference ; and 'in doing so, he 
ihade a second conclusion as erroneous 
as the first. 

When Signor Calva and his wife, on 
joining Beatrice in the grove, heard that 
Oiovanni was going to Genoa for only a 
inngle day, they pressed him with great 
earnestness to return to their casino, in- 
stead of to his own solitary house. Signor 
Calva boasted his hawks and his wolf- 
^ogs; and .promised his guest all the 
^lory of a hazardous chase. 
. Giovanni considered for a moment ; he 
was not usually inclined to sudden inti- 
macies; but as it was an object with him 
to read Beatrice thoroughly, he thanked 
Signor Calva, and accepted^ the invit- 
ation. 

That ptomjft acceptance was another 
blow to the image of Cesario in the heart 
of his unstable mistress j and her eyes 
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sparkled with joy : those very eyes which, 
but a few moments before, had streamed 
witli tears ! # 

la truth, fot the last night and day, 
and for some few that followed, Beatrice's 
inclinations were a sort of chaos, that 
would have puzzled the steadiest, ob- 
server to have guessed in what order it 
would at last settle. 

So /many rapturous recollections and 
pangs of remorse, so much of lingering 
liking and fear of his despair, wa? at- 
tached to the idea of Cesario ; and so 
much of novelty, and excited vanity, and 
ardour of pursuit, and personal admi- 
ration, belonged to that of Giovanni, 
that Beatrice herself was unable tO: decide 
what she felt, or what she desired, or 
what she meant to do. 

This was the moment in which she 
ought to have flown from the seductions 
of opportunity ; and refused to her rising 
vanity, or wandering inclination, the food 
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of daily intercourse with their object ; 
but, ever self4ndulging9 she staid at the 
casino: and^ once from shore, the tide 
was free to carry her where it would. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



DuRiKO Giovanni'fl residence of a fort- 
night in the same house with the Signora 
Brignoletti, he became more sensible to 
the witcheries as. weH as to the defi**- 
diencies of her character ; and though, 
in their frequent conversations, his pure- 
ly-benevolent manner, and his earnest 
admonitions, showed him unwarped by 
any treacherous inclination, Beatrice 
found enough to flatter her liopes in the 
single circumstance of his remaining a 
.guest at the casino. 
^ To one so spoiled as Beatrice was, by 
every other person, there was something 
piquant in his reproofs of her idleness, 
or levity, or liberal display of talent ; 
and having discovered that a look of pe* 
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nitence became her, she was never spar* 
ing of them, nor indeed of promises of 
amendment. 

Giovanni allowed this ingenuous spirit 
to be very charming ; but his better judg- 
ment saw its worthlessness, as reform- 
ation seldom followed confession. 

Beatrice was not yet practised enough 
for the artifice of overruling her own 
&tilty habits, and stifling her own fa- 
vourite opinions till her point was gained: 
she could only look to the soul, with 
beautiful eyes all tears and brightness, 
and ask again, and again, in a voice ten- 
der as a child's, to hear the catalogue of 
her errors, and wish she could be but 
half as wise and good as her mentor. 

Spmetimes 9h6 broke forth in grateful 
acknowledgments of Giovanni's kind 
austerity, lamenting that Cesario blindly 
indulged her follies ;' and then she always 
added,^ " but he loves me so much !'* 

Giovanni soon began to observe, that 
she never added to this phrase any ex- 
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pression implying an equal attachment on 
her side. 

Never dreaming, however, that he was 
personally concerned in this, he yet felt 
certain that his friend's hopes were 
JioUqw, and that the bubble would sooner 
or later burst in his hand. 

This imagination was a distressing one ; 
for Cesmo's passion was, alas, too real ; 
and his despair would be extreme. But 
Giovanni consoled himself by believing 
that as succeeding events must unfold 
Beatrice's unsteady character, Cesario 
would, at last, be brought to consider .t}ie 
disappointment as a blessing. 
. Some business having recalled Gio- 
vanni to Genoa, he took leave of the 
agreeable Signor Calva with many testi* 
monies of good-will ; . and, as Beatrice 
professed her intention of beitig in GfSiM 
nearly as soon as himself, he promised 
to4>resent himself at the Palazzo Rosso. . 
'.Having reached the city, he was 
mounting the steps of his own portico^ 
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when he felt himself caught in the arms 
of some person behind. He turned 
round, and met the beaming look of 
Cesario. With what joy did he return 
his cOTdial pressure ! 

" I have not been an hour on shore/* 
exclaimed Cesario ; << and am just come 
from reporting my success to the Sig- 
njory. 

( Success was, indeed, painted on Ge- 
sario's countenance: its animated' glow 
scarcely required the rapid~ narrative he 
gave by snatches as he entered the 
house with Giovanni. 

He had overtaken the Barbary vessel, 
bolEorded. and captured her. The fight 
was fierce; and a Moorish sabre ha4 
nearly severed his left arm from his. body; 
but a crowd of hapless womeii and child* 
ren were praying to Heaven for, his suc- 
cess and safety, and Heaven had heard. ; 

With his prize in tow, Cesario steered 
for the Tuscaii village which the pirates 
had plundered^ What transport, to re* 
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store its captured inhabitants to their 
homes ! What a moment, to see wives 
throwing themselves into the arms of 
their, husbands, children running to kiss 
the feet of their venerable parents, whom 
the3rhad never expected to see more on 
this side the grave! 

Cesario painted the scene, not by 
wordsy but by looks — by the profound 
emotion with which he uttered these 
few words: "We restored them all!" 
Giovanni had known the same satisfac- 
tion, and his memory completed the un- 
finished picture. 

When his friend's feelings were a little 
quieter, he spoke of Beatrice. At that 
name th^ heart of Cesario blazed forth 
afresh. Eager questions, passionate apos- 
ti'ophes, expressions of alternate sur- 
prise and delight, broke in repeatedly 
upon Giovanni's account of his intro- 
duction to her; and, as Giovanni uni- 
formly answered " Yes,** to his throng- 
ing questions of, " Is she not lovely ? is 
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she not channing ? is she not delightful ? 
is she hot all ingenuousness?'' Cesa- 
rio never observed that his friend did 
not &II0W up these affirmations by any 
approving observations of his own* 

It was enough for his rapid- feelings to 
know^ that his friend and his mistress 
were acquainted : after that, he fancied 
all the rest. 

Every thing now was bright in his on- 
ward path : he was rapidly winning ho- 
nour and station in society ; fortune must 
fdlow : Beatrice loved him ; her mother 
ceased to irown on him ; Giovanni was 
his friend ; and his father's memory was. 
honourably perpetuated by his country ! 

<< A little while, and I shall possess all 
the happiness that is now but promised 
me!" he said, in a transport of hope 
and gratitude : ^* Oh ! Giovanni, how I 
wish " he stopt. " You^wish me a 
mistress as fair and as kind as your own ! 
Is not that what you would have said ?" 
asked bis friend, smiling ; <* but my heart 
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has not ro<Mn for aay thing beddes my 
friend." 

*^ Beiwore!** exclaimed Cesario; "Love 
will have his revenge some day." 

* 

" I won't defy him, but I do not fear 
him/' was Giovanni's tranquil answer, as 
they, shook hands after a long discourse, 
and parted in the porch of his vestibule. 

Cesario chose the hour of matins, the 
next day, for his visit to the Palazzo 
Rosso. At that hour, he knew the Mar- 
chesa would be at her devotions. 

The suddenness of his appearance, his 
ardour, his wound, his fr6sh laurels, nay, 
even the confusion of her own con- 
science, gave a more touching, character 
to the Signora's reception than it would 
naturally have had. 

When he talked of Giovanni, she 
listened with attention, and replied with 
animation ; but when he would have 
covered her fs^r hands with kisses, some-^ 
thing of self-condemnation, and rather 
more of altered sensibility, gave her an 
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air of modest resistance, which Cesario 
had hitherto never allowed himself to 
miss, but which,' once there, transported 
him to rapture. 

He threw himself at her feet, pouring 
out. a torrent of wishes and entreaties. 
It seemed to him, that he could no 
longer live without permission to declare 
to all the world' that he lived but for her 
alone. Deluded by his frantic passion, 
he besought Beatrice to let him avow 
their attachment to the Marchesa, and 
beseech her to consent to their future ' 
union, whenever the fortune of the war. 
or the liberality of his country, should 
reward his enterprises with the means of. 
honourable life. 

Beatrice was too weU acquainted with 
her mother's sentiments, and too uncer- 
tain of her own, to yield assent to this 
proposal : not that she now dreaded the 
consequence of a refusal for herself, but 
she feared, that in Gesario's banishment 
from the Palazzo. Rosso, his friend would 
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he included, and her yet hal&formed pro^* 
jects upon Griovanni's affections be de- 
stroyed at once. 

Art is the ofispring of fear and con* 
scious unworthiness. Beatrice, without 
foregone purpose, instantly assumed an 
appearance of sympathy with her lover's 
ardour, only to persuade him not to 
risk, by a rash disclosure, the chance of 
her mother's prohibition, and probable 
rlemoval of her fit>m his reach. 

She did not, it is true, advance many 
good arguments against frankness of con*- 
duct; but she said so many playful 
things ; she hovered round him so like a 
caressing breeze ; she looked in such a 
^low of love and youth and earnestness, 
that Cesario yielded his integrity to the 
charm, and believed that he ought not 
to ask or wish for more. 

After this meeting, he rarely went to 
the Palazzo Rosso unaccompanied by 
Oiovanni, whose silent observations upon 
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Beatrice were daily becoming less favour^- 
able to her. ' - . 

Cesario was of a temper slow to im- 
agine wrong from persons dear to him ; 
and he, therefore, saw in Beatrice's an-* 
xiety to please Giovanni, merely the 
conduct of one inclined to love, every 
thing beloved by the object of her prime 
affection, i 

Rendered uncomfortable byhermarked 
attentions to himself (which had a subtle 
something in them which distressed him, 
he knew not why), Giovanni mean-awhile 
seized an opportunity, which just then 
presented itself, of leaving Italy, This 
opportunity was afforded by a letter from 
the Chevalier de Fronsac's cousin, in- 
viting Giovanni into Guienne, for the 
purpose of renewing their attempts of as- 
certaining the existence or death of theiy 
separate relatives. 

Giovanni hoped some light might be 
struck out by personal communication ^ 
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and he trusted that during his absence, 
Jf Beatrice's inconstancy were destined to 
pierce his friend's heart, it might find an- 
other ^ hand than -his to throw the dart 
with. 

Revolving how to leave some hint 
of his doubts for Cesario to recal here- 
after, when his own apprehensions might 
require support from those of another, 
he went with his friend to a supper at 
Signer Calva's, the night before he was 
to commence his journey to France. 

Several other persons were added to 
the family party, amongst whom were 
the Marchesa Brignoletti and the Sig- 
nora Beatrice. 

Cards, conversation, and music filled 
up the time* Beatrice did not ^ assist at 
these amusements ; she was gay but by 
fits ; and Cesario's animated attention to 
her alone, failed to drive away the cloud 
of thought or melancholy, which dark- 
ened her bright eyes. 

He observed this with silent delight j 
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for he flattered himself that it arose from 
her apprehension of his being ordered 
out to sea again, as a rumour in the 
morning had suggested. 

After supper, the younger part of the 
company went to .enjoy the cool night- 
air, in one of those artificial gardens with 
which the Genoese ornament the bro^d 
and flat roofs of their houses. 

Flowering shrubs formed slight divi-r 
aons between the difierent sets into 
which their little society now broke. 
^Beatrice stood, leaning her blooming 
cheek agaipst the dark umbrage of some 
cypress-trees, evidently absorbed by un- 
pleasant thoughts, while she was uacon? 
sciously tearing into fragments the flow- 
ery band which confined her luxuriant 
hair. 

Strong expres3ion gives elevation to 
beauty ; and for once, Cesario saw that 
face of almost infanthie sportiveness 
assume the severer charm of painful 
thought. 
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After caUing Giovanni's notice to her 
ititeresting figure, he drew near ; whisper^ 
ing his own and his friend's admiration. 

That whisper restored its wonted ani- 
mation to the face of Beatrice : it was the 
first time she had been told that Gio* 
Vanni did admire her beauty ; and her 
pulde beat joyously at the idea. She 
listened to her lover's raptures, as if she 
fancied he spoke those of his friend also -; 
ftfid thus beguiling, and self-beguiled, she 
bent forward to his discourse wiith an ak 
bf such perfect satisfaction, that Gio- 
vanni, who now and then glanced at 
them from a distance, knew not what to 
think of her Pfoteus-like manners. 

Nearly persuaded that he did exact 
too much consistency frpm youth, he 
joined her and his friend. " Why have 
you not sung to-night ?" he asked with 
an air of kind interest; " I can forgive 
your little paprices, when they do not rob 
us of a pleasure." 

Beatiice gave him one of her most 
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brilliant smiles; not the less brilliant, 
because the eyes she darted round at. 
him spalrkled through tears. ^^ I was 
out of spirits — thinking all sorts of* dis- 
mal fancies/' She replied in hex moat 
penetrating tone. .: ■^'. 

" I will not chide you for that," re- 
turned Giovanni, •playfully. " 1 have 
lectured you often on a very opposite 
tendency.*' 

At that moment Cesario obeyed the 
call of the Signora Calva ; and Beatrice 
w&s left by the side of Giovanni : ■^— he 
was about to l^tve her, when she said 
precipitately, "So you go to*ihori:ow.! 
1 have been thinkii^ of it all this evening. 
: Ah, Signor Cigala, what shall I do with- 
out my monitor ?** 

The touching accent in which this was 
s^id, and the agitated air by wihich it was 
accoinpanied, made Giovanni start ; his 
pulse beat not so temperately as before ; 
but witiidrawing his eyes from her gbw 
of beauty, he replied calinly^ " I suspect, 

VOL.T. K 
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there, are no bette;: monitors dian our 
Gvm. refleotionS) if we will but att^id to 
ttfaem/' 

- «No-*— no!" repeated Beatrice, ear- 
jaegtly^; " every thing right I have yet to 
l^arn. You have shown me ther impro- 
priety of many things I do^ whidb I never 
dreamt were wrong ; and which no oae 
a^lse has had the p]:ecioua sincerity te tell 
me were so. — O, if I could be alwa^^s 
mms you, I i^ould never act fool^shLy.-^ 
How long ^haQ you stay away ?* — Oh, 
uAo iiot :stBy long.'^ -^ S^e spoloe with .tiie 
iiimocent .passionatenesa bf u xkaid, and 
:i^e ilooked like an angel. 

Gfovaaini had to remind himsdf that 
ahe was neither a child nor an m^d; 
and that as an engaged wcmum, having 
^eccmims and delicacies to dbserve, she 
was sti^angely indiscreet. Yet tfaisanxiet^ 
lor iris return might indeed ariaefiroma 
vmh to bfeoome more reasonable ; and as 
thefsiendof CesanO) diemij^it, iirath per- 
fect i^lessn^Qes, Jb^lieve Isofrsdf ftthsilc^^ed 
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to speak to him with lively xegspd* lie 
glanced aaxiously on her, as he rqilied, 

^< I shall stoy just long enough, I si^^ 
pose, to allow Adimari time to undo aU 
my work. When he will tell you^ tha^ 
even yoor greatest faults are charms in 
his eyes, tiliere can be no hope that 
my monkish admonitions wiQ be either 
xegarded or remembered.'' 

Beatrice started, and tren^bled with 
the agitation of sudden hope. To her 
distempered fancy, those serious words 
seemed tine 4ict^es <^ jealous love. £3ke 
i(Wgot all reserve in that fancy j and 
^dieiy intuit upcm the objedt of unde- 
ceiving :hiqij if he owdd d<mbt lier pr6- 
ference for hun, she rashly exclaimed, 

'< I am^iFed of admirati<p tiiat I know 
I don't deserve ; a^nd I shall thank of no- 
thing but y^ur aAmonitHms.^' 

Giovai^'s de^ ^feorder made her in- 
^BtsuMJty seii991^ of h^ ;^lt^scretlon« and 
his sehi:i|i^nts ,<^ l»d 9he ^luidtied till 
her very temples throbbed visibly. 
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Unable to raise her eyes, from ivhidi 
tears now burst, she added, ** You will 
never see me gay and thoughtless again,-*- 
t have mistaken gratitude, for I know 
not what ! — I have entangled myself in 
9L net of trouble and folly ; arid, I must 
aAiide the consequence — misery !" 

Giovanni, in extreme confusion, mut- 
tered something about always wishing 
iier happiness and the consciousness of 
'deserving it ; and hastily left her side. 

He went, purposely, into the ,middl6 
of a little circle, where Signor Calva was 
isitiging to his wife's lute j and appearing 
-to listen, he stood, in reality, thinking 
-over his strange conversation with Bea* 
tri^e^ 

' In her last speech, it is true, she had 
-not metttioiied Cesario, but the impres- 
sion bti Giovanni's miiid, was that she 
-alluded to him* " This nlet of trouble 
and folly ;'' what could it mead, beside 
her engagement wHh Mm? << 'iDiis misery 
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that was to be the consequence ;'* wiiat 
was ity unless titie "bitterness of miarrying 
a>nian, she either ceased to love, or had 
encouraged formerly from: mingled g^a^ 
titude and childish levity ?. 

Gipvanni had not a spark of vanity^ 
but he was not mentally blind ; and, un- 
less he had been so, it would have been 
impossible for him to have put together 
ber words,, and looks,. and tones of voice» 
without observing, that they made up a 
most startling whole of flattery to liim* 

•elf- 

Whether coquetry, or liking, was th^ 
eource of this subtle wooing^ it wait 
equally pernicious to him, and injurious 
to Cesario ^ and he believed it his du^ 
to speak tnore explicitly of her now 
to his friend, than he had inten4ed to do 
while fluctuating between suspiciop of 
her fickleness and reliance upon her 
candour. 

Griovanni was to quit Genoa the next 
diay J that night, therefore, was his only 
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Opportunity : he must imbif ter its satcfed 
fai^weU, by urging donbts that musrt 
shocks perhaps irritate Cesario: t!hat 
nig1^t» he must begin to put Cesario^^ 
friendship to the test by opposing it to 
his love : that night, he must leave a 
sting in the heart dearest to him, either 
by troubling Cesario^i^ auction for him- 
s^, or his devotednesi^ to Beatrice 1 

The necessity was imp^lods } and Gao- 
rataii, with afirm thotigh giie^ed spirit, 
d^rol^ed tipon the act. 

He now joined the party of gentlemetf 
lAliO; with ctti^tomary gaJIaritiy, pi«<«ded 
^Wf Mtocfa^sa'jl Carriage, with their lorch^ 
beareits^ to the Fala:^o Rossd ; theb se« 
(Murating fhnn them, Giovanni acconi^' 
jMHfed Cesario home. 

Cfe teaching the Syndic's, ftey sat 
ciciwn together in the single but lacrge 
witicdbw df Cesario^s ^artment; there 
they conversed with " unlocked breasts.**^ 

T%e window t^as open j but it looked 
only upon an extensive orchird, where 
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ey^ry thing was so stilly tibat even tlie- 
ripe fig waft heard as it fell from the 
Ipad^d houghs upon the soft turf below : 
tbey were therefore fecurliess of lietenefcu 

They talked of Giovanni's intended 
journey ; and, of courses of its purpose. 
Giovamii lamented his aster's uncertain 
fate, and early imprudence, with unusiml 
vehemence j striving, while he defc»bed 
the distress a clandestine marriage hid: 

<;fHpe4 ip hii^ &iQ|ily» t^ guard Ceaario 
i^^st the temptation of producing equat 
confusion in that of the Marchesa, 

^* And if you are made certotn that 
your sister is no more ; w, if nomr, db* 
your endeavours can diaeover her aba«»^ 
lute fate ; -~ what will you do V^ 

*^ Return hither, and live a aciitaijir 
life ; but as happy a one, as freedom «nd 
friendship can make it/^ 

** Good Heaven ) and you determine 
not to mariry ?'' exclaimed Cesario. 

<< I make no such determination:^^ 
replied his friend, smiling ; *^ hut I have 

N 4 
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no wish to many ; and I think it Is an 
event very unlikely to happen." 

" You think you shall not find a woman 
capable of making you happy ?" asked. 
Ccisario. 

<* i do indeed." 
* « O, that I could find you another 
Beatrice!" 

^ Giovanni only smiled, and shook hm 
head. ~ 

Cesario considered him with surprise^ 
" What ! would not such love, and such 
benuty, as hers, content you ?" 

^< I am, in truths not so soon satisfied 
as you are," said Giovanni, with appre* 
hensive kindness. 

Again Cesario was a moment silent 
with surprise. " What is it that does not 
satisfy you in Beatrice ? her affection for 
me ? or her character ?" 

" Her character, principally." 

*« Good Heaven !" again repeated Cew 
sario J " this is extraordinary ! and what 
are your objections to her ?" 
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" Am I to speak truth and reason to 
a lover, and of the woman r he loves?* 
asked Giovanni indulgently. " No, no, 
my dear Cesario, I doubt you would not 
suffer it.** 

" By our friendship, I demand it!*' 
exclaimed .Cesario, warming into ear- 
nestness and a little indignation.— *< What 
can you object to in Beatrice ?" "', 

" Dare I tell you ? — her incessant 
waste of time : the more pernicious fault, 
because she commits it so amiably, and 
so charmingly, that she might soon se- 
duce the man that loved her into similar 
habits.** 

Cesario could not easily comprehend 
the nature of this accusation ; and he 
urged a more distinct explanation of it. 

Giovanni then gently, but firmly, 
showed him how entirely the days of 
.Beatrice were wasted in mere amuse- 
ments, without reference to a single ob- 
ject, either beneficial to herself, or to 

others. Cesario reluctantly confessed 

N 5 . 
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iSixik, IMit idded^ «^ sbe ii so youilg/^ — 
<^ .WeB, thetij I Would not inMry one so 
WHty young/' tepil&A QiwmoA, »&bb^ 
what plityfiiny. 

Cesario pressed him further ; aiid iStio^ 
Vbtini inA obliged to corfes^, that the 
untieing l^illiantiy <Mr B6atrie^*ii q^iritu 
brightened hbn : he ecHild never cdi^lritice 
himself that dach A eonst&ht glow of 
' hfiatity could be muted with depth of 
^Etig. -^ Then her caprice in dress^ and 
^nk)urites9 aiid {deasures^ tiiade him fear^ 
she might not be very steady in moi^ 
sreribus things. 

In shorty it was instability of chaMtv 
fer which a^ppeared to him the seettt of 
- HR her fascitiation smd all her faidte^ 

Cesario^s rising resentment Was qttdled 
bj Iks frieild's liberd confes^on of l^ea- 
tnce^ witchery ; he therefore an^^WAI^ 
ills Sfifereht objections with less h^t tfaati 
Oiovanni had ptepsieA himself to e^peCft. 

Cesario admitted her agreeable cap^ii^e 
m trJAeSi heir 1fi!dti]ghtle^ squandering of 
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time, hw buoyant resistance against evcarj 
sorrow; but be attribtited tbew to a 
diflei-ent swrce from ^t on wbich Quh 
vanni charged them* 

In her lover's opimon, her caprices 
were, singly, pretty a&ctations assumed 
to amuse odiers ; ber w^ste of time, the 
effect of innocence and ine:^tri6Bce^ 
wbieh.bad only to karo the severer du- 
ties of life, to practise them with ear^ 
nestness i her cloudless gaiety, the wish 
of ^diffiising happiness, joined to that 
yemal spirk of hope, wbich is woman's 
best attribute. 

*f It may be so, my dear Cesario,'^ said 
Giovaoni, stifling a sigh $ ^< and I riu^ild 
xejoice to read my recantation to you ;^^ 
wbe& ste is your wife/' 

^* And will ^t answer all i^aa 
ikaihts ?" a^»d Cesario, tbritUng at the 
idea* 

^* Geitaioly/' retomad his fiiend ; 
M fjane will ti^en have proired lier con^ 
stancy } and, with her constancy, proved 

N 6 
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tier depth of feeling ; and^ whei^ there 
is deep feeling in an innocent breast, 
there is a principle that will redeem lost 
time, and repair error.'' 
. Ce^ario embraced. him : " There spoke 
my kind Giovanni again ^ I scarcely 
knew his voice, when it uttered such 
harsh sentiments.'' 

Ceaario's eyes were moifltenea with 
tenderness'^ Giovanni's were full of con- 
cern, and even greater tenderness. - 
. «* A friend's hardest oflSce is some- 
times that of speaking truth :" he said, 
grasping Cesario's agitated hand } <^ and 
you , may believe, I perform it unwil- 
lingly. But ought not one friend to 
yfBtn another of a probable danger; 
ought he not to ^ow hii|i> how to avoid 
misery, and secure peace ? I am suspi- 
cious of Beatrice's steadiness; you are 
not ; and if she were to fail you, and the 
unforeseen shock deprive you of reason, 
what would become of me, when I should 
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' remember that my warning migBt, at 
least, have prepared — " 

, " Kill me .not now with this horrid 
image !" interrupted Cesario, starting 
from him, yet not in anger. " O Gio- 
vanni, one miserable event has mixed 
poison with this noble heart's stream; 
which else had flowed all pure and 
healthy. You have been deceived ; and 
you suspect all the sex ! Is this just — 
is this reasonable ?** 

Giovanni could have said, he did not 
suspect all the sex ; that there were 
some he valued highly j and one, (his 
hapless sister,) whom he could still love 
most fondly; but he forbore to press 
jurther upon the feelings of Cesario ; 
and, suffocating a sigh, he replied, << I 
may be wrong ; I hope, and wish I may. 
Yet let me entreat you, for the dignity 
of your nature, for the sake of your 
future security in an indissoluble engage- 
ment, do a little violence to this honour- 
able romance of love > and imagine the 



jpossiiiUty of Beatrice being l€48 ikm 
perfect. Study W closer; watch hei: 
conduct to others; see if she always 
satisfies you. Rel^ect upoi^ the aiany 
emoli<»is in which you may find that sh? 
does not sympathise with any of your 
strong sensibilities^ unconnected witb 
herself: then go b&c]^ to your own hearty 
and ads: it» if such a companion, in weal 
and woe, in youth and age, ibr time and 
for eternity, would leave it northing to 
desire/* 

Giovanni stopped. Cesario did not 
reply; his heart was full; and his eyes 
were on the point of overflowing. He 
jsaw the spke of San Siro at a di^sAapee $ 
and that objept reminded him with what 
profound emotion he l^d led Beatrice t^ 
his fatber'a m>nvmimt thei« ; and wb^ 
^ <ch]ii struck to his soutl* when he mw 
her <^heek tearl^^sa. 

He was ail6»t » loiig, long time: ham 

him I 4t length ikfovrmg hiaamlf iiito. 
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a sMt) he exdaimed in a voice of tender 
reproach, ** Giovanni, what £riendBhip 
is this ?'' and he concealed his &ce. 

^ Judge what friendship/' cried Gio- 
vanni in as penetrating a tone, ^^ idien it 
gives me strength to risk even the loss 
rf.that a&etion I had such a conflict 
to gain !*' 

Both were again siient ; u/ad perhaps 
both abed tears. 'Cesario first roused 
himself ; and took Giovanni's hand : he 
pressed it affectionately. ** You were 
bom to subdue me*-**and I yield wil- 
IsQ^y to our stars» But uige not your 
pam^ too fhr, my Oiovanni ; Ibrce me 
not to sfs^ what I would eatfaer no^see*-*- 
What I should never heure looked a1^ 
had you not dit^ected my ^^s that way. 
^Tis taixe, Beatrice wants general sen>- 
^ibility 5 but how lively and iervient is 
her attachment to me ! Well, then^ she 
cmt feel stroQ^y^ I^riteaps that sensibi- 
lity, hiil^rto unexerciseil) will fe^engthen 
and esdtend its iqdbere with new habits of 
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reflection. She that can love didnter- 
eatedly, is surely capable of other ge- 
nerous affections ?" 

<« Say steadily, my Cesario," said 
Giovanni. 

*< And has she not been steady ?" 
enquired the astonished lover. " Five 
months since, this precious ring pledged 
her lieart to mine ; that heart, soujght by 
all the brave and noble throughout 
Italy.'* 

" I will not pursue this painful sub- 
ject,** said Giovanni, purposely avoiding 
a direct answer to his friend's question. 
** If I have already grieved you deeply 
by my over-anxious friendship, place 
that oflfence among ** the godly sins :** 
doubt my judgment, suspect my preju- 
dice, blame my intemperate zeal; do 
any thing but think me wilfully un- 
kind.** 

<* But what would you wish Beatrice 
to do, that she does not do, to testify her 
purpose to be mine,** enquired the rest* 
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l^s Cesario. << You know that I would 
scorn to enter the Brignoletti family by 
a clandestine path. I never urge her, 
therefore, and she cannot offer ^ to aban^ 
don her home for me. In two years^ 
her, mother's legal power over her ex- 
pires } . she may then give her hand and 
fortune^ to whom she will. If I havo 
not conquered something like fortune 
before, that period, she will bestow herw 
self upon a poor fellow^ worth nothing^' 
better than laurels ; and will let him 
show the world, by a life of Roman sim- 
plicity in his own person, that her wealth 
did not tempt him. Can she hasten that 
period ? Does she encourage other 
lovers? Did she not, 'from our first 
acquaintance, evince the most marked 
aversipn to Count Cagliari ? You cannot 
therefore think her a cocquet ?" 

"I do not,*' replied Giovanni gently. 
" I believe her sincere ; but I think her 
uncertain: and I have fancied h^r in- 
clination for you less animated than y<m 
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deserilied it fonnerlj/' CenMio was en 
the pQint of vehemently rebutting tfaiy 
aflsfidtkm, "wben some disagreeable recol** 
lections crossed him. He remembered, 
that die had seldom found opportiuitieS' 
of coQ^ersii^ with him alone of late^ 
BtaJk that onet or twice^ when he; had' 
gathered a bouquet fhr her, she had care- 
lesslf IfiA; ii on a gardenMeat, oc sufiesed 
it to fall from hes breast lonheeded.^' 
'Ibetfr was a tim@,. when dbe had presenr- 
ed wen the firagnent of a flowery simply, 
toadied by him I He turned pale^ and^ 
cast down his eyes. 

Giovanni read the disturbance .of Int^ 
mind in his countenance ; and assured, 
that his distressing task was fidfiUed^ 
sought to end the conversation. But 
Cesaiio either did not hear, or would 
not answer what he said on less interest* 
ing things i he remained looking gloomily 
^d the ground, evidently revolving some 
newly conceived thought Abnqitly 
raiaipg his head, he said in a determined 
voice— 
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<« I ^i be satiafiec^ and you riudl be 
coimneed. I will absent myself from 
the Palassso Hosso ; and from every 
place, where there is a chance ci meet- 
ing her ; you shall see, that her love will 
break through common forms to leam 
• the cause of this. Oh yes ! her fond 
heart will rather afflict itself with the 
idea of some accident having befallen 
me, than suspect me of change/' 

The gloom of Cesario's countenances 
melted away as he spoke, and Giovanni 
saw that reason was indeed no match for 
passion. ** If time and trial should 
prove her all I wish her to prove," he 
said, <* will you pardon me for raising 
these painful doubts ? but, Cesario, could 
you see into my heart — — ** 

<< I should see all that earth has of 
goodness, kindness, and unheard of 
friendship!'' interrupted Cesario, open- 
ing his arms to him, with his generous 
soul in his eyes. 

Giovanni pressed him strongly against 
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his breast, fofr a moment, .with a brother^s 
emotion; then releasing him, with a 
sigh, that would not be repressed, bade 
him farewell. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



What were the meditations and occu- 
pations of Giovanni during his journey ? 

Far from enteHaining a feeling in 
unison with those of the light-minded 
Beatrice, he was solely intent upon the 
best interests of his friend. 

This joiuTiey had a two-fold object : 
one was to visit the family of De Fron- 
sac 'y the other, to serve Cesario. 

Some years b^ck, the late Signpr Adi- 
.mari had advanced a large sum of money 
to a young adventurer, called Lanza, 
who was going to try his fortune in the 
newly-discovered countries beyond the 

Atlantic. 

^ Several vicissitudes had prevented this 
person from repaying the important loan, 
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while he was abroad : but on returning 
to Europe, (his own moderate fortune 
augmented by the unexpected legacy 
of a . rich partner's property,) during 
his voyage homeward he had spoken 
openly of his debt, and expressed his 
intention of gratefully repaying it. 

Lanza imfortunatdiy died on his pas- 
sive, and his weihlth went iatp the hands 
of a distant relation. But, as Sigi^or 
Hichaeli, Im heir, was a Daan of r(ii^»ect>- 
able character, t&cmgh no honA had 
ever been taken l^ the el^r Adimari, 
it was pjossible that Michaoli A^t be 
induced to discharge tl»e debt. 

Accident baving thrown Giovaidni i&lbo 
ihe society of a gentleiiian who had- come 
passenger in the same vessel with Lim^ 
he learned these circuRistances, together 
with the name and residence of Signer 
JMKchaeli ; and it immediately stpick 
Mfas that this gentleman's testim<Miy» 
with that of one or twp ^otlbers («ot ^dif- 
ficuh to find out), wottldcoUiige 

ax 
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.to admit that such a sum of money was 
due to the heir of Signbr Adimaid, 
^and cotiseqaently lead him to do an act 
-of justice. The law, indeed, could not 
extort it» but honour and generosity have 
their own code. 

i^gnor Michadi was now at the head 
of a mercantile concern at Marseilles t 
.thither Giot^an^i meant to: seek him, 
u(>oficealing the circumstance from his 
inend, lest he< should either excite ex- 
' potations w^hicfa might not be realised, 
or be stayed by his scrupulous delicacy^ 

An invitation £rom 4die Marquis de 
Blandiefori, lHi|^ily anmng at diat pe- 
-fiod, atffof ded <6iovanni a pretest for a 
Joumey^into iFrance^ yethopeless of hear- 
ing any thi% new of his sister, he first 
dianected his steps to Marseilles. 

On reaching that city, Giovanni found, 
'in Signer Midmdi, a man of habitual 
caution and extreme pr'Udence ; and, for 
a while, ike minuteneos of the latter^ 
investigation, his numerous doubts, hts 
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cool balancing between what was likely, 
and what, merely possible, made him 
abandon all hope q£ success; but the 
event proved that Signer Michaeli scru- 
tanised but to attain conviction; and 
that, once satisfied of his kinsman's bbli- 
gation to Signer Adimari, he was ready 
to repay the whole charge. << My re*- 
lative's afiairs are not settled,*' he said : 
•« I know not yet the extent of those 
claims upon his property which le^ 
forms can compel us to satisfy: they of 
course would come iti first } but aft 
soon as I am able to balance the debts 
and the property. Signer Cigala. shall 
hear from me. I do not doubt, how^ 
ever, that there will be enough and to 
spare* Your friend, in that case^ soay • 
depend upon principal and interest/' 
Giovianni disclaimed the latter in his 
friend's name. " It is his right," returned 
Michaeli calmly, << no gift : 'tis in the 
course of business ; and there can be no 
obl^ation in the affair.'^ 

xi 
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Michaeli then took dawn the names of 
the persons to whom his kinsman had 
spoken of his intention to repay Signor 
Adimari; and, expressing an expectation 
of finding some memorandum of the 
business amongst the papers of the de- 
ceased, he bade his visitor good morn- 
ing, - J 

Animated by this prospect of xecover- 
ing what wsA now of such importance 
to Cesario, Giovanni " went on his way 
rejc»cing j** for he no longer dreaded, as 
formerly, repulse for every kindness j 
and though he hoped no satisfaction to 
himself from his visit to Sauveterre, he 
fblt that, in making it, he should have 
completed his duty to his imprudent 
sister. 

Something like melancholy, however, 
did await him at Sauveterre. The Mar*> 
quis de Blanchefort (his brother4n Jaw's 
successor) had found out a person who 
was at Ostia in the year 1564, and.<who 
perfectly remembered b^iiig casually on 
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board a vessei in the hfnilkmr, wheqi 9 
French gentleman c)f the nameofI>eFronr 
sac was settling with the captain for s^ 
passage to Venice for himself and family^ 

This person knew tiiat the vfs^ 
foundered at sea, shortly afterwards \ ^ 
that it was now ahnost certain , that 
De Fronsac and his hapless wife had 
perished in her. 

Giovanni did not hear . this dismal 
i^nfinnation of his worst im^nations 
without sorrow ; indeed* he paid a heavy 
tribute of tears^ in secret, to the memory 
>of this unfortunate sister. 

There is something more than com; 
mcmly sad in death, when it com^s un«- 
expectedly, and arrests the young on the 
very threshold of life ! When Madame 
Dc Fmnsac perished by this most mtser-^ 
aUe of deaths, ^he pould hardly have 
'reached her sixteenth year. So youngs 
so beautiful, so amiable as ^e promised 
to be, Giovflini could have mourned 
}.oog and deeply. Had he not drawfi ar- 



j^n^eaCs fMT resignstioa from the details 
of her husband's character, as commuaf* 
cafedcto him by the Marquis de Blanche- 
fort. 

Handsome, engaging, skilled in paint- 
ing and music, and highly susceptible or 
the charms of beauty, De Fronsac was 
unhappily but too much adapted to 
dazzle the imagination, if not win the 
affections of an inexperienced girl : . but 
though free from turbulent passions at 
degrading views, be was not of a cha« 
racter to increase domestic happiness^ 

A restless disposition, which made ill- 
cessant. change of -place necessary to his 
very existence, disjointed the comforts 
of every individual connected with him, 
and by degrees wearied out their regard. 

Thus, in despite <rf his relationSf^ re- 
nlonstrances and friends' admonitions^ 
he persisted to waste ]ife in ti'avellingy 
without purpose br benefit, insensible ^ 
thf^ claims of a iiumerot»M;enantry» aBd- 

o 2 
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carrying into responsible manhood the' 
habits of unimportant youth. 

During one of his wandering excur* . 
sions in the neighbourhood of Monaco/ 
he saw the Signora Cigala at a convent, of 
which an aunt of his was Superior. He 
had. never been in the custom of foresee*' 
iog consequences, or, in fact, of caring 
for them. He found she was going to 
marry, against her will, a person, no- 
tpriously disagreeable ; and he knew that 
if she married any other, her father 
would disclaim her : but inclination was 
uncontrollable with De Fronsac } and he 
played so ably upon the two passions of 
hppe and fear, in the artless breast of 
fpuileen, that he persuaded her to elope 
"vcith him.. 

The imprudent couple received the 
nuptial benediction from a mercenary 
priest, not over curious as to the pro- 
priety of their union j after which 
Be FroHsac hastened, with a lover's 
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pride, to display his fair bride to his 
mothar and kindred. 

" I saw your sister at that time,** said 
the Marquis de Blanchefort (as walking 
in the garden he gave Giovanni this rela* 
tion); ''and I have never forgotten her— 
I shall never forget her ! Not one of these 
flowers about us is half so lovely ! she was 
so delicate, so fair, so young !-^the first 
tender bloom of childhood was still on 
her cheek. How little did I think that 
beautiful form was destined to feed *^ 

De Blanchefort stopped, and apolo- 
gised for his indiscretion, when he saV 
the sudden paleness of Giovanni: the 
latter bowed his head, smiled kipdly, but 
spoke not : a shudder passed over him-— > 
a momentary struggle was visible in all 
his features— it was but momentary-^ 
he recovered himself; and the Marquis 
then spoke of other things. 

After this conversation, when Gio*> 
vanni could think of his sister's fate with 
ateadiness, he scarcely wished her t^giia 

3 
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in life : for, tied to a man of De Fronj^ac'is 
unsettled temper, ^he mu^t either have 
grown into unhappiness with him, by 
' vaii^y endeavouring to exalt hh existence 
into usefulness, or her own character 

ft 

must have sunk to the same worthless 
habits of self-indulgence which diBtia- 
guished hist 

Thud, Giovanni still adhered to his 
original convictic^, that all is for the best; 
imd that if we wish to think so, we shall 
lind that. tn}th made manifest, even in 

this world. ' 
The subject on which the Mirqnis 

de Blanchefort wished for advice was 
about a change of property which he 
wished to make, but would not do, be« 
lore he had asked the opinidn of Ma*^ 
dame de Fronsac's brother. It was 
possible that Madame de Fronsac had 
borne a child (her pregnancy having 
been mentioned in one of the Chevalier's 
letters) : it was barely possible, there- 
fore, that this child might not :have been 
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ihe companion of their voyage, and 
might, at a future day, appear to claim 
his estates. The Marquis, therefore, 
would not, without the sanction of that 

child's maternal uncle, stir a step in the 
business proposed. 

Giovanni speedily quieted his respect- 
able scruples^ promising to take aU ^e* 
sponsibility upon himself* Aft^ this 
he paid a visit to the old Madttsie: d$ 
iPronsac, now dedicated to heaven, in a 
:conVent of Ursalines ; and, having thus 
completed his business in Frantce, hi^ 
turned his face once more towards Italy. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



A few daysT subsequent to his depart^ 
ure fircHa Sauveterre, having secured 
himself a night's shelter in an abbey en 
the confines of the province, Giovanni 
rambled out alone, to enjoy the stillness 
and freshness of evening. 
. Where increase of population bad 
since converted the wilds of nature into 
meadows and cornfields, there spread 
then^ deep forests abd lonely morasses ; 
and the towns which now glitter on the 
verdant shores of the Aveiron were then 
but scattered and distant hamlets. 

It was the season of the vintage : and 
as Giovanni took his contemplative way, 
occasionally through more frequented 
paths than those of the tangled wooda^, 
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he met parties of country people return* 
ing home to the neighbouring village. 
Their hats, garlanded with vine-branches» 
and their baskets teeming with the grapes 
themselves, gave a sort of Arcadian 
grace to their figures. 

Giovanni loitered at times to return 
a courteous answer to their frank offers 
of fruit; and to admire the sparkling 
looks and animated movements of the 
girfe, as they went on, coquetting and 
carolling with their sweethearts. 

The setting-sun played on many a 
crimson cheek, which its hot ray em- 
browned with richer beauty ; and many 
a bright dark eye, as it passed, darted 
a roguish glance at the handsome 
stranger. 

The joyous groupes, now advancing 
towards him, now disappearing among^ 
the shaded cross-roads, gave life and in- 
terest to the charms of inanimate nature. 

Birds warbling their hymn of gladness 
irom each siurrounding copse, (where 
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every leaf sparkled with rain-dropf 
jast scattered from a passing cloud ;) the 
delightful smell of mingled fruits and 
blossoms and .wild flowers, rising tike 
the earth's incense to her Creator ; the 
sight of that beauteous earth, and those 
splendid heavens, were to Giovatmi's 
heart so many calls to praya: and praise ; 
and with devotional rapture he stood in 
that august temple, silently worshipping 
the one Great Cause/ 

His secret transport over, with feelings 
softened, not changed, he turned from 
the public path, atid, striking down a 
wooded declivity, entered a savage dell 
darkaied by old chesnut-trees, and echo* 
ing to the rush of a river. 

The brilliancy of sun-set brightening 
even this dismal solitude gave a charm 
to that deep mask of umbrage by which 
it was almost choked up; and, illumi-» 
gating the river for an instant, as it 
appeared through a chasm in its steep 
l^anks, discovered the cause of that sullen 
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din, which sounded in the ear of impu 
ration, like the accents of its troubled 
deity. ' ' 

. Giovauni made hid way leisurely 
through the rank bushes to the margin 
pf the water ; and, as he emerged, cam^ 
suddenly upon a man sitting there akme. 

The man stirred not, for he heard not: 
his head was supported by both hpnds, 
resting on his knees, and his eyes w^re 
fixed upon the sWift tide. GiovaijA^ 
paused to observe w;hether he was in 
distress, or might be dangerous. 

He saw a figure scarcely humane 
scarcely proportioned^ a co:iinte]4anc« 
livid, yet swollen; features^ where dis- 
ease, and deformity, and weariness of life 
were mixed with expressions of the most 
affecting and the most revojitiihg kind. 
. In the pale^ deep-sunken eye was 
t^st of vengeanc^^ hatred, and fierce 
impatience, mixed with grief, and tender- 
jiess, and the sad consciousness of power- 
^s^ will. Now and then the poor wretch 
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muttered to himself accompanying his 
mutterings by some violent gestore of 
the hands or h^ad ; but still he moved 
not away; and Giovanni fancied that 
amidst low threatenings ^nd curses, he 
<:ould distinguish lamentation and prayer. 

He drew near then. His steps brush- 
ing the long damp grass, nlade the man 
start. At sight of one beside him, 
lie rose, and would have fled ; but GiOf 
Vanni gently sei^sed his coarse garment, 
and bade him stay. 

*^You totu)h me! — whatf— I jw«y be 
touched, then !'' exclaimed the maniac, 
or miserable, with a laugh which froze 
•Giovanni^ blood, and made him loose 
Ms hold. 

Thus released, the man broke from 
him; andiriianing fast, but feebly, gained 
^ i)roken ascent at a short distance : the 
next moment he vanished, as it were^ 
-into the ground. 

^ Giovanni ^tood to shake off the su^ 
'perstitieus . seizure of an instant ; thei^ 
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ashamed of his folly, hastened after the 
human spectre. 

The spot where it seemed to vam'sh 
was only one of those natural grottoes 
which are often found in the sides of 
hills, and are as often turned into habita-* 
tions by dhepherds and night-wanderers : 
some wild cherry«>bushes masked, without 
securing, the wide entrance. Stooping 
under its rocky porch, Giovanni found 
himself in a mere mountain hollow, coa* 
taining no better useful furniture than 
a bed of heath, and no other inhabitant 
than the creature he had followed* 

At the extremity, however, the chalky 
side of the hollow was scooped into a 
sort of altar, on which stood a wooden 
crucifix rudely carved : a circle Qf some 
prickly briar surmounted it. 

This faithful imitation of the crown 
of thorns, and the feelings it indicated^ 
redeemed, in Giovanni's estimation, the 
gaudy heap of coloured glass and sgars 
and peacock feathers which furnished 4 
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garniture for this humble shrime ; be aaw 
an the latter only that childish love of 
glitter whfch is common to all ignorstnt 
persons; while in the former he read the 
sentiment of a devout spirit. The presence 
of the sacred symbol guaranteed his 
personal safety; and at the same time 
reminded him that even the miserable 
pbject by his side, was his brother in 
£uth« Silently crossing himself, be apr 
proacbed the forester. 
' "What do you want here ?* • asked the 
latter,, in a sullen tone, averting eyes 
inflamed with weeping. 
- <* A shelter — rest for a while, if you 
will give them me,'' returned Giovantii» 
hoping to detain the miserable, by this 
deman4 on his hospitality. 

" Take them, then," answered the 
man, going out of the grotto. He thenv 
^ated himself at a distance, in his former 
attitude of stem wretchedness. 
; . Giovanni again followed. Without 
i^proaching too close» and» rt^arding 
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himkindlyi he mdf <f Something affecti 
you,. my poor friend; may a stranger 
offer you help ?** 

/ ' The man neither stirred nor answisjtisd. 
Giovanni repeated his questions in a 
soothing voice, adding some expressions 
still more soothing^ The solitary then 
raised his head, looked mldly, piteously^ 
as if discrediting the sense that would 
have persuaded him he heard the voice 
of benevolence : then exclaiming, " Au- 
guste !" burst into a terrifying passion of 
tears. 

Giovanni now saw grief in its stormiest 
character; for it was grief, evidently 
combined with r^^e and impotent A^^m 
of vengeance. The unhappy man dashed 
himself against the ground, tearing up 
the grass as he lay there, struggling be- 
tween cries and imprecations. 

<• Alas, poor fellow!" said Giovanni, 
drawing close to him, as he saw his vib* 
lence exhausting him ; ** you are, doubt* 
less, in extreme sorrow; and it seeins 
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that you have no one to comfort yon: 
where is your home ?~-let me lead you 
to it/' 

" That is my home," replied the soli- 
tary, pointing to the mountain-hoUow. 

<* And what are you, then ?" 

"A Cahet." The man pronounced 
that ignominious name with a mixture 
of shame and defiance. 

Giovanni was far beyond the character 
of the times he lived in ; and he shrunk 
not from a term which stigmatised the 
unhappy wretch before him as one of an 
acdursed and avoided race* 

^< What, then?*' he said^ "you are a 
man*— all men are brethren: you seem 
a Christian—Christians are more than 
brethren. Come, then j tell^ me your 
distresses freely, and let me see if I can 
relieve you.** 

O spark of the Divine essence, soul 
of man ! prime source of grace and 
beauty ! how didst thou triumph at this 
moment over all that disease has of 
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squalid^ and deformity, of revolting! The 
Cahet's livid and gloomy face shone with 
lights tears (no longer withering tears) 
poured in abundance down his cheeks : 
he, ran, he sprang, he cast himself at the 
feet of Giovanni J he seized hisgarments, 
rather devouring than kissing them, as 
he cried in broken accents, "0> do I 
indeed hear words of kindness again !'' 

Giovanni. raised bim; and, regarding 
him with an expression of the most bene- 
volent pity, he said^ " Let us re-en tei? 
your cave. No one will disturb us there 
—and you shall tell me what I can do 
to help you.** 

*^ No one can help me now ! —Augusts 
is dead !** exclaimed the Cahet, and fresh 
tears rained from his hollow eyes. 

** Then you shall talk to me of this 
Auguste,** replied Giovanni, gently 
urging him forward ; if you have no <me 
else to lament him with, I will grieve 
with you.** 

Again the Cahet grasped the hem 
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of Giovanni's cloak,^ aad g!ued .his^lips 
to it 

; They entered the mountaiB^hollQW to« 
gether. When they had severally sorted 
thesnselves, Giovanni considered thepoor 
9bject before him with greater attentkai 
fmd with the liveliest interest. 

In him he saw, for the first time; one 
of that mysterious race whom some ixn* 
known calamity has scattered throughout 
France, and degraded from their rank 
and rights of men : a race which were 
numerous in the first and middle ages, 
but of which only a miserable remnant 
now remains to perpetuate ithe injustice 
of former cienturies. 

This proscribed race, known under 
various < opprobrious titles in "difierent 
provinces, have been alternatively sup- 
posed the descendants of the conquered 
Alans, of the Saracens, of the Visiigoths : 
nay, some writers have tried to find the 
origin of their disgrace in hereditary 
Jeprosy/ 
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. la that chaos of nations and events 
which tenders the history of the firi^t ages 
but a wilderness of imaginationsi i^othing 
satisfactory can be discovered respecting 
their origin^ We see only the frightful- 
facts of their being sold and transferred 
as slaves with the land on which they 
dwelt } of intermixture with them being 
considered an act : of iniquity j of their 
banishment from the rites of sepulture 
and sacrament ; of their being allowed 
only the exercise of those employment^ 
which would keep them aloof from towns, 
and other sccfiety than their o^n. 

,: Marked with diseaise, (perhaps the coo- 
sequence of scanty food, hopeless toil, 
and continued intermixture with their 
own cast,) this unhappy race form, even 
now, as distinct a people, but, than|( 
'God, a far lesd numerous peiople, than the 
gipseys. 

But bound to the soil on which they 
are born ; not frefs, like thi^m; to rove at 
will J they are doomed to endi}r^ thg 
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same injiuies from the same oppressors, 
in age as in youth ; and thus they ac- 
quire habits of unresisting endurance. 

Objects of horror and aversion to every 
other class of men, even two centuries 
back, they could not question the justice 
of their fate j because they were then 
as ignorant of its cause in remote anti- 
quity, as they were who oppressed them : 
still they felt its weight, groaned, and 
submitted. 

Giovanni had often pondered over the 
possible source of this furious antipathy, 
which still remained in all its strength, 
when every trace of what might explain 
(for nothing could justify it), was swept 
'from record and tradition. Rejecting 
every other opinion, he believed; with 
some acute writers, that in the heresy of 
the Arian Visigoths lay the solution of 
the difficulty. Once tainted with that 
abhorred schism, the whole race would 
be pronounced excommunicatei and shun« 
ned accordingly. 
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This hypothesis certainly wanted com- 
pleteness ; as it did not account for the 
gradual change which must afterward^ 
have taken place in their creed ; the Ca- 
hets professing pure Catholicism : — ^ and 
how was that change to have been ef- 
fected, seeing they were denied not only 
intermixture by marriage with more or- 
thodox Christians, but refused admittance 
into their society ? 

Giovanni, however, passed lightly over 
the objection ; willing to gild a wretched 
and despised race, with the long^set glo* 
ries of the warlike Goths. 

He now contemplated, as he thought, 
one of their descendants in the person 
of a timid slave ^ and, marvelling at those 
great reverses of fortune, which distin*^ 
guish nations as much as individuals, he 
drew from his pallid companion ^e little 
history of his life.^ • 

It was a life qf uniform dreariness ; 
with much in it to corrode the suffei^r's 
heart, but little to mark a jiarrative*^ 
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Rodolphe was the last individual of 
the only Cahet family whirfi had for many 
years remained on the estate of D*Ar*, 
mond ; he had lived, therefore, in pecu- 
liar and joyless solitude from childhood 
to manhood. Dwelling alone, shunned 
by every other human being, -he followed 
his monotonous task of wood-cutting 
during the summer ; and in winter shut 
himself up from the wolves and the snows 
in a mountain-hovel, 
\ On Saints-days he stole into sotne 
neighbouring church at a side-entrance 
set apart for his unhappy cast ; and there, 
while he listened to the awful service, 
feared to join his prayer or his praise, 
with any of the crowd that shuddered 
if his garments did but touch them in 
passing. 

He now described his return from those 
pious exercises wilh a pathetic force 
which pierced Giovanni's heart. T^ 
mysterious horror with which he con- 
sidered himself J the treinbUng awe with 
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which he regarded all that multitude of 
persoDfl so d^erei^t from him in appears' 
ance and in destiny ; and that con^inu^d- 
sensation of misery, which he paiiited as 
having su]^lied in him the place of 
thought ; -^ all these were so many af* 
fecting proofs, how easy it is to crush 
the human spirit under a load of injustice 
and superstition. 

Education had not taught Rodol{^e 
to reflect ; nature, however, made him 
feeL — He questioned not the justice of 
whatever laws condemned him, in com^ 
mon with other Cahets, to ignominy and 
wretchedness j but subuiitting to his fate, 
IKS to necessity, he never knew complaint^ 
till he had enjoyed and lost comfort. 

An accidental circumstance had first 
caused a glimmering light to shine on his 
tpental gloom. 

While cutting wood in the dell one 
autHmnal day, a boy six years old, who 
had strayed from his foster-mother's cot- 
tage, came to play there. . Pleased with 
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the child*-}j beauty and gaiety, the poor 
Cahet sue|>ended his labour to watch him 
sporting among the rushes. While clamr 
bering after a butterflyi the boy fell into 
the river that ran below •— Rodolphe 
jumped in after him, seized, and saved 
him. 

Having borne him in his arms to the 
hamlet from which he had strayed^ 
though Augusta's nurse received hitn as 
if from the hands of a demon; ^Rodolphe 
afterwards haunted the spot every morn* 
ing and evening, till he^^saw the little 
prattler again. Gratitude on the one 
side, and on the other the love of that we 
have served, were too powerful for re- 
straint: Rodolphe could imitate every 
bird in the forest ; and he gathered ber- 
ried and blossoms, and laid them where 
Auguste found them. Thus administering 
to the gentle child's pleasures, his image 
could not be eoupled in his mind with 
ideas of dread and disgust. 

Whett, at last, the furious prejudi?e9 
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of the viUagm» diidi'e BodcifJhe &om 
their door^ Aiiguster ledra^ta i^iiaal: £^v^ 
alone to> tiie: wdod-cutteif^ ^tave^i^ and 
then his prntty ai*ts begiiilifi the xac^ 
ments, and << made a stu^shin^ ia thi^ 
shady piace/^ 

This intercourse cbntinued without in-* 
termission fb^ two yeans,, duiing^ which, 
time, the child became the man^s in- 
structor; and having tiatight him to £eel, 
he soon taught him to think. Rodolj^he 
well: remembered the change that was 
wrought in him. 

" Befhre I kneW' Auguste," he. saJd, 
<^ I used' to sit here alonfe, day after day — » 
dark winter^day^ long winter-nights-^ 
doing nothing but feeding my fire with 
fallen wood. Once I used to think 
atooti my family that were dead -*• but 
thattwas just aftoT' they died: yeaj^a 
passed, and I forgot to think y and thea^ 
I used to feel as if • I lived in my grave. 
Something <tfaick> and d^aik^ and .heavy^r 
wiis always before my eyes.— or in my ^ 
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breadfc— orhere in my head^^I don^t know 
where it was— whiit it was— ^for I thought 
of no one that had ever lived i nor of my 
thing that had ever been. — -O, those ^ 
were horrid days !" 

The pallid face of the Cahet took a 
more deadly hue as he spoke. After a 
suflbcating pause he resumed : — 

'< Auguste changed all that. From . 
the moment I had him first in my.armsy 
I felt that every thing was altered : for 
even then, tiie put his soft, red cheek . 
against mine; — he breathed gently on^ 
my lips, because they were livid blue, and 
he thought I must be cold -^ and he pro- ' 
mised to love me dearly all his life <— -he 
did not know I. was a Cahet! Ah well! ^ 
he knew it afterwards ; but he loved me 
still J and no one could ke^ him from ^ 
me. He would come to me in the , 
wood, and sing me pretty songs, and 
tell me, pretty tales, and stick flowers in 
my hair, and stroke my rough hsuods with 
^i9 delicate ones.^ O Auguste \ Auguste ! 
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ii6ver wilt thou nestle in^ my b#edst 
again ! — never shall I feel thy sweet' 
breathing more ! never ! never !*' 

The Cahet now sobbed aloud; and his - 
Voice, quite subdued by grief, was iio- 
longer audible. 

" You lament a child thus ?*^ rep^tfed: 
Giovanni j his own eyes dim with oppres- 
sive sympathy. The Cahet bowed Ws- 
head in- expres^ve silence, at length re- 
suming, he said, — 

' " Auguste was a little child, when first 
we met ; but he grew so tall, and so sen- 
sible, in two yeaiB ! He could read, stnd- 
make letters upon vellum, like a book ;^ 
amd he taught me to read; he used to steal 
14s books out, and help me to read Ihera : 
so after that, I never felt dark and heavy in 
this cave ; for I could sit by my fire^ and 
repeat them word for word ; and thitik 
over all my pretty Auguste had said or 
done. — O how I was happy! and he 
taught me that word— I had never heard 
. it, till he 9aid it to me.*' 

p 2 
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«* ]^or e^jer fjglt it. !'' saiid? CriojirftQii^ ^ 
wv^^ M^ijig at' the t^oii^^ 

" But a Gs^ietrisf not homrt^ be bftfip^'' ; 
r^aumjed Riddolphe-: ^^^^ugitlrtp foU^aick, 
apd I^ did npt Imowit^ I watCi^ed .£br 
him in the woods, by the ri^c^^Jn a}!.^- 
patbw^9 ; I Vfitttured^ %q^ go :Qear his 
nurse's^ bpv»e; atiJU^sitwWitt nqU M, 
l9$t she toljd me that> he waar takeB;home 
to.>hi» fatherfs ip) the tasm, apd that h^ 
was dying. Did I not ru|i theire 7 I)i4^ 
I not beg them^on my kne^a^^ to let vae see 
him o«ly opcj^ again ? If ti^^ywpulfl.haw 
tpld Ijin^rr-ifi theywoulfi havf> brought: 
j|i0 but a mes^^g^ from himi! AtiJjaat 
tbey.t^d: nae he waa deM j tbey dtove 
me away with js|p»es:andifiraghtiul:wwd»^ 
they curs^ ni^fC)r Iwing Augiiste ; they 
isaid y& deatb wad^ ajadgineot, because 
be had love4 nae j they . tpld i»e his vmo^. 
oent soul wpuld: suffer jfpr mysak^ and, 
tibey mocked my agoay/* 

A gh^^tly smil* gltawed wer the feft? 
tures of the Cahet^ and bis bpsi' moved: 



wildly ifar a while, though not articu* 
lately. At lettgth he smote his breast, 
and with a thrilling ely exclaimed, 

**0! if this arm had power!-— if I 
might "ease the dread&l pain that's gnaw- 
ing here! The pangs of thirst, of hunger, 
of drefuy loneliness, are not half so 
strong. Might I be revenged 1" 

Redc^phe trembled witlx the hidieoils 
passions that now engrossed him : rage 
and hatred glared in his fixed eye; he 
shook his clenched hand, as if threaten- 
ing some imseen object, while a horrid 
groan convulsed his bosom. 

At first Giovanni soothed him; then 
proceeded to explain the sinfulness of 
tevenge, and the loveliness of returning 
evil wWi good. 

He reminded Rodolphe that those 
persons who were most cruel to him, were 
related to the object he loved so dearly, 
therefore should be ttmsidered sacred oH 
th^t account ; that perhaps their injiiai- 
ous treatment wi^ rather the effect of a 
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grief more wigov^rnabk than his : crtmf 
and that aggravated by superstitioD» than 
the result of deliberate cruelty. 

He then surged him to reflect that, ac* 
carding to the religion they both prno. 
fessed, he would more surely and worthily 
.manifest his fondness for Ai^uste^ by 
joining in the customary prayers for hifi 
sovlf thsm by committing acts of vio** 
lence upon his kindred. 
' Aa he enforced this, Giovanni laid 
aside his hat and cloak, inviting Ra- 
(dcdphe to aasist him in repeating the of- 
fices for the dead* 

'Kneeling down before the cross on the 
rude and almost grotesque altar, be re- 
cited in a solemn voice, the service to 
which he invited the Cahet. The un- 
fortunate then sunk in silence beside 
.him : by degrees his countenance lost 
its wildmess, his movements tlieir convvl- 
sive quickness, and his fastpstreainiqg 
tears announced the melting of his htart. 

]Stever did GtovaDini pray more fer- 
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vently. Iti the isnigust tihapd of the 
Knights of St. Joha, surrounded by a 
multitude of kindred spirits, and by aU 
the pomp and circumstance of cere- 
monid wcMTship^ he had felt his soul 
transported with holy rapture: in the 
church of the AnnohcJata^ during the 
masses that were said over his fiitherfs 
body, he had felt that soul awe-struci:, 
and anxious and earnest in its ad- 
dresses to the Judge of men and: aii'* 
gels ; but never had he felt in such im- 
mediate communion with his Creator as 
now, when lifting up his heart *and y<m:e 
to him, in a lonely desert, by the side of 
41 foflorn and sorrowful slave. 

Their devotions tended, Giovanni Aid 
Rodolphe arose : the latter . was still 
bathed in -tears, increasii^ tears; but 
l^ey distilled in kindly showers, as if they 
relieved his heart of all that weighid 
upcm its better purposes. 

Frequei^ jbie caught Giovamii's hand, 

kissed it, and held it against his heaving 
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side; wiiile tGioranni, with the grackms 
look of Ik heanteBly ^messenger, contiiiued 
4o ibrtify him m patient Bubmifisiniiy and 
to describe that iaeffitble Uiss (whijcfa mmt 
be tlie pmrtion of a soul iBMpotted by 
the worlds 

Hfe ailments kad less effeot liban ibis 
desoiaptioti of Attguste's hieatttude: so 
little po!wef has ^leason oyer sensibilky, 
strongly Housed ; and so uecessaoy is it 
to ooinb&t one fiasoion by anotfaen 

!« conformity ivith iJie po^ecepts €)f 
their religicm, Giovanni taught him* that 
there yet remained a means by Mrhich he 
could testify his love to the iztnocent 
child, now no more; and in teadiing 
Hkn datts, he opesfted to him a 'source of 
^ojracienty and he animated him into 
JKtipB. 

Even that innoceiit soul would not, b^ 
•iiiit) 4»e deemed fvee from the imputed 
guilt c£ our first father ; and fox it, 
4h^^oi«, the mass might be peii^^ined, 
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and the secret ptayet oS^ed, with blessed 
eflfect. 

Thus soothed, thus led to stem his 
6vm faulty itupulses, for the sake of the 
soul he lamented, Rodolphe, for the first 
time in his life, made an effort which had 
self-control for its object. Oh, son'ow, 
what a teacher art thou ! 

Giovanni marked, and commended his 
struggles ; and, promising to see him ere 
he departed the next day, bade him a 
kindly farewell. 

As he slowly took his way homewards 
to the convent where he was to sleep, 
the past scene engrossed all his faculties ; 
nothing outward, indeed, pressed upoti 
his attention : for, as if respecting his me- 
ditatioiis, nature had veiled herself in a 
mist ; and, as he passed along, the mea*- 
dows and valleys, covered with its white 
billows, presented no object to call forl^ 
admiration. 

Giovanni recollected the gay groups 
he had met in those paths, not three 
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hours beibre ; and, contrasting them 'with 
the wretched wood-cutter, he sighed over 
their disproportiOiMtte destinies. 

Connected with that poor wrttch's 
image, the happiness of these people 'ap- 
peared monstrous ; it seemed the hilarity 
of hesurtless selfishness : for wei'e not the^e 
the villagers who drove the Cahet irom 
their doors, and^ would have excluded 
him, if possible, from their churches? 

" But why do I condemn them ?** he 
ask^d ; ** the blame fall^ on their in- 
»f ructors :'' and he ftited his eyes on that 
quarter where the towers of the abbey 
rose, like an aeiii^.edifice, above the float- 
ing mists. 

Giovanni felt tiie religious enthusiasm 
of ,his times without their prejudices, 
and : his heaxt ached while remembering 
all that he had heard and read of priestly 
anaithema against this unfortunate race. 

Who in this province but himself, would 
have entered a Cahet's hut, pressed his 
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haskdf dried his tears, comforted, prayed 
with him ? 

As he asked himseif this question, he 
thanked Heaven that he had been bom 
in a country where none of these wi^tched 
beinga.existed, and where the blind habit 
of hatred to them, had not deafened even 
superior minds to the pleadings of hu- 
manity and reason ! 

He saw in a Cahet, one of the same 
species, with himself; one whom he was 
led by natural instinct to pity ; and 
whom he wm bound to succour by the 
vows he had taken when dedicating him- 
self to the service of Heaven and of 
mankind. 

Obliged by the rules of his Order to 
attend the sick, and wash the feet <^ 
the poor, Giovanni felt no degradation, 
when he knelt with the half-savage wood- 
cutter before his rude altar; and, habi- 
tuated to consider himself still bound to 
assist all his distressed fellow-creatures, 
he was not sensible to any self-applause, 

p 6 
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^Aisn reaolving not to quit Guiehne till 
he should ameliorate or wholly change 
this forlorn one's lot. 

In this frame ai mind^ be reached the 
abbey ^ sou^it and obtained infbimaticn 
of the Count d- Armando on wfaosecestate 
Rodolphe was born. 

The n^xt day, Giovanni went to wait 
on him. 

Whether his arguments, his persua- 
sicms^ his gold, or his winning manner, 
had most weight with a j^ndthrift cour- 
tier^ I leave courtiers to Hetermiiie ; suf- 
•fice it, that when he took the river-path, 
He carried with him the exulting power 
of bestowing freedom. 

The day was advanced, and the poor 
Cahet was gone to his allotted task in 
the forest* Giovanni found him there, 
repeating the ineffectual blows of his 
hatchet at long intervals, with an arm 
nearly enfeebled. 

He had been waaidering, at day-break, 

round the house that contained ti^ 
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corpse of Auguste ; and had cc^lected 
theFe some withered jflowers as they 
were thrown from tiie windows of the 
mournful chamber. He did not err 
when he fondly fancied they had strewn 
the body of his youthful friend. 

During the progress of his labour, 
these dismal flowers were only tsiken 
from his breast, to press with his lips, 
and water with tears. He displayed 
them to Giovanni, telling him their his- 
tory. 

Giovanni took them in his hand, con- 
sidered them with resptect and tender- 
ness, said some soothing words; ^nd 
thus lightened the grief of Rodolphe by 
appearing to share it. 

In the desolation of this poor outcast, 
and in the stormy excess of his sorrow, 
there seemed a resemblance with the 
situation and feelings of Cesario Adimari; 
such, at least, as they were, when Gio- 
vanni first saw him in the Palazzo Pub- 
lico. 
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The comparison did but strengthen hi» 
interest in the person bf^fore him^ And 
bdieving he «8w in his violence of feeU 
ing, one of those strong characters, on 
i;^iom nature bestows an extraordinary 
capacity for happiness and virtue, he 
flattered himself with the hope of here- 
j^fter buildii^ him up in both, by }iidi- 
cious instruction. . : 

His mild i^ mpatfay had already sooth- 
ed his companion into details of his little 
favourite's iqportiveness and a£fecti<m; 
when the deep toll of a bell wai^ heard 
over the wood^ops : at that sound, the 
Cahet started up, uttered a piercing cry, 
and fell upon the ground, like cme de^ 
prived of sense. 

Giovanni divined the cause of this 
new agony. Doubtless, that bell an- 
nounced the interment of Auguste. 
Some pitying drops fe|l from his cheek 
upon the livid face of Rodolphe, as he 
raised him from the ground. The un- 
hs^py.man opened his eyes, (for anguish 
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alone had closed them,) and fixed them 
with an expression of gratitude upon the 
gracious countenance of Giovanni ; then 
he groaned, and, closing them again, 
threw himself back on the earth. 

Giovanni would not urge the exhaust- 
ed spirit beyond its strength : he suiBfi^red 
Roddiphe to r^nain stretched in dumb 
despair, while the bell continued to toll ; 
and the funeral procession, (seen only 
in tlieir mind's eye,) was proceeding 
from the town to the church of the 
Benedictines. 

As he contemplated the <:onvulsed 
figure of the Cahet, and listened to his 
half-breathed groans, he marvelled at 
the mysterious power which envies man 
to enslave, not merely the body, but the 
mind of his fellow-men. 

What had been this poor Caliet's 
strongest desire ? To follow those pre- 
cious remains to their last rest ; to hear 
the solemn rites performed for that 
almost sinless soul ; to watch, and weep^ 
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by that newly-tensuated grave. Yet here 
he lay groaning at a distance ; withheld 
from joining the sad proces&ion^— ^md by 
what withheld ? Life was a blank to 
him; death, the gate of Hea^ven: he 
was a slave. Human malice could not 
sink him lower, nor afflict him mc^e. "-^ 
What then restrained him ? 

Even that inexplicable somethmg, to 
which we give the name of a broken 
spirit; but for which no name is ade- 
quate ; no name is sufficiently expressive 
of the shapeless horrors, the wild exag- 
geration of the oppressor's power and 
the sufferer's weakness, which constitute 
its very essence. 

Giovanni thought he had never, till 
jnow, fathomed the utmost depths of 
human misery and human degradation ; 
and, yearning to restore this unoffending 
Creature to man's birthright of freedom, 
comfort, and knowledge, he waited 
anxiously for the? moment, in which he 
could make him sensible, that the paths 



THE KNIGHT OP ST. JOHK, 309 

t9 tiiese, were aU open to him. " I will 
die!'* were the ftrst articulate sounds 
the Cabet uttered, as he daddenly start* 
ed from the grmmd, rolling round his 
folood*sb0t eyes with a look of phrenzy 
~ " 'Hiey have buried him now »— and 
what should I live for ?*' 

*^ Live for the Granger that has sor- 
rowed with you!'* said Giovanni, in a 
tone of gentle reproach, laying his hand 
upon Rodolphe's arm, 

•* For you ? 1 would die for you !*' 
exclaimed the poor forester, lalling at 
his feet with a softened countenance, 
** but you are going far away ; and I — 
am, like these trees,— * fixed — fixed—- 
fixed." 

*• You m^y go whither you will,'* 
replied Giovanni: " you are no longer 
H slave." 

It was long ere he couM make Ro- 
dolphe comprehend the change that had 
taken plac€ in his fate : the magnitude 
of it stupefied him* 
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But when his labouring mind at li^g^ 
toi^ in, not the full extent of the bless* 
iag gained for him^ but only the extent 
Gt* his personal freedom^ his gratitude 
and joy amounted to delirium. He 
passed, in a moment, from a paroxysm of 
despair to one of rapture : even the re<- 
coUection of Auguste was suspended io 
his mind. 

To live and die near his benefactor, 
near the only one of his species, save f 
little child, that had ever cast on him a 
look of kindness ; the ideal happiness 
was almost beycmd his power to bear : 
and, sobbing like an infant, he would 
have worshipped him who blessed him 
thus, had not Giovanni's gentle rebuk^ 
tai:i^t him where to direct his thanks- 
giyings. . 

When the replies to his wandering 
questions iaformed Rodolphe that he 
would accompany his benefactor into 
other countries, amongst mixed midti- 
tudes, his joy faded : he cast his eyes 
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upon the dear mirror of the river, and, 
sbiMtdering at ^' the imperfect fashion of 
man'.' there reflected^ compared it, by a 
speaking glance, with the rare perfection 
of Giovanni's proportions* 

He did not speak, but that piteous 
look needed no interpreter. 

Giovanni understood it : he hastened 
to say, that in the country where he 
.wished to remove him, the very name of 
his proscribed race was known only to 
the learned or the traveller ; that, con- 
sequently, he would mix on equal teims 
with persons of his own condition ; that 
his livid complexion and feeble limbs 
would change into health and vigour by 
wholesome food and considerate care, 
iind that he would have, besides, in Gio- 
vanni, a friend able and willing to protect 
him against insulL 

The simple Cahet listened as to an 
oracle, his wishes gmag force to each 
benevolent argument. 

Ere Giovanni quittecl him, lie had 



promised to be in waiting on the by-^roaA 
to Italy, by day-break the ne^ momihg. 
Giovaxtni coDcluded that be w^ald 
visit the grave of AvLgn^te duimg tfie 
night, and he wished not to impose any 
restraint on .a sorrow so -legitimaite. 

Yet he could have gone and wept with 
him ; so truly did he lament the ^arly 
death of a child, wbose ^imcottitoon 
eneigy and sen8ib:^y augured such a 
noble maturity. 

Even in that event, however, he Saw 
the gracious Jband of Providence ; which, 
depriving Rodolphe >of so feeble an as- 
sktance, had caused him to excite the 
compassion of one competent to change 
his wretcheckiess to con^fort. 

Bodolphe passed that night in the 
church-yard of the Benedictines^ His 
lamentations no mortal ear heard j his 
agony, no mortal eye witnessed : for who 
had loved the beauteous day that rested 
there, like the unhappy Cahet? — to 
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whom was Auguste any thing, save to 
him? 

He returned no more to his cave. — 
An osier-basket held all his property : this 
consisted of a few miserable garments ^ 
the spars which had decorated his shrine ; 
a rosary ; and a mutilated missal ^ all the 
gSls of Auguste. In his ^ breast, he 
hoarded the flowers he had found under 
the window of that dear child, and the 
sod he had taken from his grave. 

With these treasures — for they were 
such to him — he met Giovanni in a by- 
path beyond the town ; and, joining his 
small suite, quitted France, with him, for 
ever. 
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